Janies  Plumtre.  OTHELLO. 

"The  object... has  been  to  do 
away  with  the  prodigality  of 
death  which  prevails  in  the 
original;  and  to  clear  injured 
virtue  by  preserving  the  life 
of  Desdemona."  Plumtre,  thus, 
makes  his  purpose  clear. 
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Dramatis  Perfonse. 


MEN. 


2k  <?/  Venice. 

Brabantio,  4 Magnifico , Father  to  Defdemona* 

Gratiano,  his  Brother. 

Lodovico,  rk/r  Kinfman. 

Senators. 

Othello,  the  Moor,  General  of  the  Amy  in  Cyprus. 

Calllgj/w Lieutenant-General. 

Jzgo^fpa^f tfflearer  to  the  Moon  a Villain . 

Rodorigo.  a foolifi ) Gentleman , that  follow)  the  Me  or— in 
hapn  to  cu field  him. 

Montano,  the  Moor's  Vredeceffw  in  the  Government  of 


Defdenvma,  'Daughter  to  Brabantio,  and  Wife  to  the 
Moor. 

Emilia,  Wife  to  lago. 

Bianca,  Cafliub  Wenth, 

Attendants, 


Officers,  Gentlemen , Meffengers , Mttfitimt^brMr  c 
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0 TH  E LLO, 

THE 

MOOR  oi  VENICE. 


A C T I.  S C E NET, 

JEw/^r  Iago  Roderigo. 

U S Hj  Never  tell  me,  I take  it 
mucfrjm  kindly. 

That  thoap&ho  haft  had  my  Purfe, 
As  if  the  strings  were  thineT fhoul^il 
know  of  this.  ^ 

lag.  But  you*!!  not  hear  mei 
If  ever  I did  dream  of  fucb  a matter,  abhor  me. 

Rod.  Thou  toldft  me,  thou  didft  hold  him  in  thy  hate* 
lag . Defpife  me,  if  I do  not1?  Ttfiee great  ones  of  the 
City, 

In  perfonj^  fuit  to  make  me  hisLieu  tenant, 

Oft  cap^to  him  } and^by  the^m  of  Man, 

I know  my  Price,  I’m  worth  no  worfe  a Place. 
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But  he,  as  loving  his  own  Pride  and  Purpofes, 

Evades  them,  with  a bombaft  Circumftance, 

Horribly  ftuft  with  Epithets  of  War  j 
And,  in  conclufion, 

~Non-fuits  my  Mediators  jJ^ertes  (fays  he) 

I have  already Jchofeyny  Officer,  and  what  was  he? 
Forfooth  a great  Arithmetician* 

One  Michael  Cajfio,  a Florentine, 

A Fellow  almofl  damn'd  in  a fair-Wifc, 

That  never  fet  a Squadron  in  the  Field, 

Nor  the  Divifion  of  a Edttl^nows, 

-More  than  a Spinfterj  fcsftiie  bookifli  Theorickj 
Wherein  the  tof|g||ed  Confuls  can  propofe 
As  mafterly  as  he:  mere  Prattj&without  Practice 
Is  all  bis  Soldier fhipr — ^Ui^‘ht0^d  the  Election, 

And  I,  of  whom  his  Eyes  had  feen  the  Proof, 

At  Rhodes,  at  Cyprus,  and  on  other  grounds, 

Chriftian  and  Heathen,  muSje-l^d  and  calm’d. 

By  Debitor  and  Creditor,  this  Counter-Cafter : 

He  (in  good  time)  muft  his  Lieutenant  be, 

And  I , JSr&ji  bj  eft  t h e mr.  rk4  his  Moor  (hip’s  Ancient. 

Rod.  lyileavoa  I rather  would  have  been  bis  Hang- 
man. 

lag.  Butthere’s  no  remedy, 

-’Tis  the MsuSg  of  Service} 

Prefermentgoes  by  Letter  and  Affi&ion, 

Attilfot  by^ol  !d  Gradation,  where  each  fecond 
Stood  Heir  to  thfcfirft.-^ 

=•  Now  Sir,  be  Judge  your  felf, 

If  I,  in  any  juft  Term,  am  affign’d 
To  love  the  Moor? 

Rod.  I would  not  follow  him  then. 

lag.  O Sir,  content  youi 
1 follow  him  to  ferve  my  turn  upon  him  j 
We  cannot  all  be  Mafters,  nor  all  Mafters 
Cannot  be  truly  followed : you  (hall  mark 
Many  a duteous  and  knee-crooking  Knave, 

That  (doating  on  his  own  obfequious  Bondage) 

Wears  out  his  Time  much  like  his  Matter's  Afs, 

For  nought  but  Provender,  and,  when  he’s  old,calhier*d: 
Whip  me  fucfa  honeft  Knaves.——  — Others 
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- Others  there  are, 

Who  trimM  in  Forms  and  Vifages  of  Duty, 

Keep  yet  their  Hearts  attending  on  themfelves. 

And  throwing  but  (hews  of  Service  on  their  Lords8 
Tio  Well  thrive  by  them  j =. 

And  when  chey  have  lin’d  their  Coats, 

Do  themfeives  Homage. 

Thele  FeUoi^have  fome  Soul, 

And  fuch  a one  do  I profefs  my  fclf, 

^ It  is  as  fure  as  you  are  Rodortgot 

Were  I the  Moor,  I would  not  be  Iago: 

In  following  him,  I follow  but  my  Telf. 

Heaven  is  my  Judge-,  Hot  1/  = 

For  Love  and  Duty,\J?ut  Teeming  fo,  for  my  peculiar  end  : 
For, when  my  outward  Adtion  doth  demonftrate 
The  native  Adt,  and  Figure  of  my  Heart, 

In  Compliment  extern,  ’tis  not  long  after. 

But  I will  wear  my  Heart  upon  my  Sleeve, 

For  Ddt*s  to  peck  at : 

I am  not  what  I feem. 

Rod.  What  i^ull  Fortune  does  the  thick-Lips  owe. 

If  he  can  carryjter  thus  ? 
lag.  Call  up  her  Father, 

Roufe  him;  make  after  him?  poifon  his  Delight. 
Proclaim  him  in  the  Streets?  incenfe  her  Kinfmen  j 
Andjtho’he  in  a fertile  Climate  dwell. 

Plague  him  with  Flies:  tho’that  his  Joy  be  Joy, 

Yet  throw  fuch  Changes  of  Vexation  on’t, 

As  it  may  lofe  fome  Colour. 

Rod  Here  is  her  Father’s  Houfe,  I’ll  call  aloud^ 
lag  Do*  with  like  timorous  Accent,  and  dire  Yell* 

As  when,by  Night  and  Negligence,  the  Fire 
Is  fpied  in  populous  Cities. 

Rod.  What  hoi  Brabantioj  Seignior  Brabantio,  ho! 
lag.  Awake;  what  ho,  Brabantto\  — 

Thieves!  Thieves!  / 

Look  to  vour  Houfe,  your  Daughter,  and  your  Bags/ 
Thieve^  Thieves!  ^Brabantio  at  a Window. 

Bra.  What  is  the  reafon  of  this  terrible  Summons? 
What  is  the  matter  there? 
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Rod.  Sfij^ior,  is  your  Family  within  ? 
lag.  Are  all  Doors  locktjf? 

Bra.  Why/  wherefore  ask  you  this?^^ 
lag.  Sir, you  are  rojj’d;  for  fhame,  put^on^your^G^wu', 
Your  Heart  is  biirft,  you  have  loft  half  your  Soul?- 
ntrwr-evcn-^ery  nowy-w-^-HarlrfeTn 
Is  tupping  your  white  Ewe-j~arifc,  arifer 
Awake  the^ftiorting  Citizens  with  the  Bell,  /I  fay.L 
Or  die  the  Devil  will  make  a Grandfire  of  you : Arifet 
Bra.  What,  have  you  loft  your  Wits? 

Rod  Moft  reverend  Seignior,  do  you  know  my  Voice  ? 
Bra.  Not  I;  what  are  you  ? 

Rod.  My  Name  is  Roderigo. 

Bra.  The  worfe  welcome; 

I have  charg’d  thee  not  to  haunt  about  my  Doors: 

In  honeft  piainnefs  thou  haft  heard  me  fay 
My  Daughter  ls  not  for  thee;  a nd,  now,  in  Madnefs, 
Being  full  of  Supper,  and  diftempering  Draughts, 

Upon  malicious  Bravery,  doft  thou  come 
To  ftart  my  quiet  ? 

Rod.  Sir,  Sir,  Sir-— — r 
Bra.  But  thou  muft  needs  be  fure 
My  Spirit  and  my  Place  have  in  them-Power, 

To  make  this  bitter  to  thee. 

Rod.  Patience,  good  Sir. 

Bra.  What  tell’ft  thou  me  of  Robbing  ? this  is  Venice. 
My  Houfe  is  not  a Grange. 

Rod.  Moft  grave  Braiantio, 

In  limple  and  pure  Soul  1 come  to  you.  ^ 

lag.  Sir,  you  are  one  of  thofe  that  will  not^iervc^ 
Becaufe  we  come  to  do  you 
Service,  you  think  we  are  Ruffians : 


Horfe 


W ...  . 

yowrj&ephews 
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Bra.  What  profane  Wretch  art  thou? 
lag.  I am  one  Sir,  that  comes  to  tell  you,  your  Daugh- 
ter and  the  Moor  are  now  mskm^thc  Deaft  with  two 

J&.  " _,'_L 

Bra.  Thou  art  a Villain. 

lag. 
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lag.  You  are^a  Senator. 

Bra.  This  thou  ftialt  anfwer,  I know  th ee^Roderigo. 

Bod.  Sir,  I will  anfwer  anything:  But  I befeech  you. 
If  t be  your  Pleafure,  and  molt  wife  Confent, 

(As  partly  I find  it  is)  that  your  fair  Daughter 
At  this  odd  Even,  and  dull  Watch  o’th’  Night, 
Tranfported  with  no  worfe  nor  better  Guard, 

But  with  a Knayeof  HWcjj^andolier, 

UtvBo  the Moor: 

If  this  be  known  to  you,  and  your  Allowance, 

We  then  have  done  you  bold  and  faucy  Wrongs, 

But,if  you  know  not  this,  my  Manners  tell  me. 

We  have  your  wrong  Rebuke-r  Do  not  believe 
That^from  the  Senfe  of  all  Civility, 

I thus  would  play  and  trifle  with  your  Reverence. 
Your  Daughter  (if  you  have  not  given  her  leave, 

I fay  again)  hath  made  a grofs  revolt, 

Tying  her  Duty,  Beauty,  Wit  and  Fortunes, 

To  an  extravagant  and  wheeling  Stranger, 

Of  here,  and  every  where:  Straight  fa lisfy  your  felfj 
If  (he  be  in  her  Chamber,  or  your  Houfe, 

Let  loofc  on  me  the  Juftice  of  the  State, 

For  thus  deluding  you. 

Bra.  Strike  on  the  Tinder*  Ho: 

Give  me  a Taper, call  up  all  my  People—— 

This  accident  is  not  unlike  my  Dream; 

Belief  of  it  opprefles  me  already;-  r 
Light,  I fay'.  Light/ 

lag.  Farewell;  for  I muft  leave  you; 

It  feems  not  meet,  nor  wholefom^to  my  place, 

To  be  produc’d  (as,  if  I flay,  I flaall) 

Againft  the  Moor;  for  I do  know  the  State 
(However  this  may  gall  him  with  fome  Check) 

Cannot  with  Safety  caft  him : for  he’s  imbark’d. 

With  fuch  loud  Reafon,  to  the  Cyprts? Wars, 

(Which  even  now  ftand  in  Ad)  that  for  their  Souls, 
Another  of  his  Fathom/  they  have  not^ 

To  lead  their  Bufinefs;  in  which  Regard, 

Tho7 1 do  hate  him  as  I do  1$ril\  Pains, 

Yct^for  Neceflity  of  prefent  Life, 
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I wuft  (hew  out  a Fiagy  and  Sign  of  Love, 

(Which  is  indeed  but  Signj  That  you  may  furely  find  him, 
Lead  to  the  Sagittary  the  raifed  Search, 

And  there  will  I be  with  him.  So  farewel.  [Exit, 
Enter  Brabantio  m bis  Night-gown,  and  Servants , 
with  Torches. 

Bra.  It  is  too  true  an  Evil;  gone  (he  is; 

And  what’s  to  come  of  my  defpifed  Time, 

Is  nought  but  bitternefs .Nov^  Roderigo, 

Where  didft  thou  fee  her  ?_0  unhappy  Girl! . 

With  the  Moor,  lay’ft  thou?_Who  would  be  a Father? 

How  didft  thou  know  ’twas  (he  ?_0  -{h£deceives£me 
Part  Thoughti-Afohat  faid  (he  to  you  ? get  more  Tapers*-. 
Raife  all  my  Kindred.  Are  they  married,  think  you? 

Rod.  Truly,  I think^they  are. 

Bra . O Heaven j Fow  got  (lie  out  ? O Treafon  of 
ftp,  Blood ! ^ 

Fathers,  from  hence  truft  not  your  Daughters1  Minds, 

By  what  you  fee  them  a£b?^4re  there  not  Charms, 

By  which  the  Property  of  Youth  and  Maidhood 
May  be  abus’d?  Fave  you  not  read,  Roderigo, 

Of  fome  fuch  thing? 

Rod.  Yes, Sir,  I have  indeed. 

Bra . Cali  up  my  Brothers.^OitS^STyou  had  had  her*. 

Some  one  way,  fome  another.— Bo  you  know 
Where  we  may  apprehend  her  and  the  Moor  ? 

Rod.  I think  I can  difcover  him;  if  you  pleale 
To  get  good  Guard,  and  go  along  with  me. 

Bra.  Pray  you  lead  oru^at  every  Houfe  I’ll  call; 

I may  command  at  nr  ft:  get  Weapons/hoi 
And  raife  fome  lpecial  Officers  of  M:ight: 

On,  good  Roderigo , I’ll  defer ve  your  Pains.  [Exeunt* 

Enter  Othello,  Iago,  and  Attendants  with  Torches . 

. xho7in  the  Trade  or  War  I have  (lain  Men, 


Yet  do  I hold  it  very  Stuff  o’rh’  Confcience, 

To  do  no  contriv’d  Murder;  I lack  Iniquity 
Sometimes  to  do  me  Service:  nine  or  ten  times 
I thought  to  have  jerk’d  him  h re  - 
- Under  the  Ribs. 

, Otb.  Tis  better  as  it  is. 
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lag.  Nay,  but  he  parted. 

And /poke  fuch  fcurvy  and  provoking  Terms 
Againft  your  Honour, ]7hat,with  the  little  Godlinefs  I have, 
I did  full-hard  forbear  him:  But, I pray, Sir, 

Are  you  faft  married  ? For,  befure  of  this,  — 

That  the  Magnifico  is  much  beloved; 

And  hath,in  his  Effect,  a Voice  potential/ 

As  double  as  the  Duke’s : he  will  dwprce  you, 

Or  put  upon  you  what  Reftraint,  ^Grievance, 

The  Law  (with  all  his  Might,  to  inforce  it  on) 

Will  give  him  Cable. 

Oth.  Let  him  do  his  Spite: 

My  Services  which  I have  done  the  Seigniory, 

Shall  out-tongue  his  Complaints.  'Tis  yet  to  know, 
(Which, when  I know  that  Boafting  is  an  Honour, 

I (hall  promulgate)  I fetch  Life  and  Being 
From  Men  of  royal  Siege  j and  my  Demerits 
May  fpeak^unbonnetted^to  as  proud  a Fortune 
As  this  that  I have  reach’d  / Tor,  know,  Iago, 

But  that  I love  the  gentle  Defdemena , 

I would  not  my  unhoufed  free  Condition, 

Put  into  Circumfcription  and  Confine 
For  the  Sea’s  Worth.  = 
a But  look  what  Lights  come  yonder? 

Enter  Cafiio  mtb  Lights , Officers,  and  Torches. 

lag.  Thofe  are  the  raifed  Father  and  bis  Friends, 

You  were  beft  go  in. 

Oth.  Not  I;  I mud  be  found. 

My  Parts,  my  Title,  and  my  perfect  Soul, 

Shall  manifeft  me  rightlyr  Fs  it  they  ? 

lag.  By  Janm,  I think  no. 

Oth.  The  Servants  of  the  Duke,  and  my  Lieutenant^-" 
The  Goodnefs  of  the  Night  upon  you, ^Friends);/ 

What  is  the  News  ? 

Caf.  The  Duke  does  greet  you^General)-. 

And  he  requires  your  Hafte,  poft-hafte  Appearance, 

Even  on  the  Inftant. 

Oth.  Wh3t  is  the  matter,  think  you  ? 

Caf.  Something  from  Cyprus,  as  I may  divine, 

It  is  a Bufinefs  of  fome  Heat  5 the  Galleys 
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Have  fent  a dozen  fequent  Meflengers^ 

This  very  Night,  at  one  another’s  Heels: 

And  many  of  the  Confuls,rai$’d  2nd  met, 

Are  at  the  Duke's  already;  you  have  been  hotly  call’d  for; 
When,being  not  at  your  Lodging  to  be  found, 

The  senate  fent  above  three  feveral  Quefts 
To  fearch  you  out. 

Otb.  *T$vis  well  I am  found  by  you.  (you. 

I will  but  fpend  a Word  here  in  the  Houfe,  andgo  with 
CafAneient,  what  makes  he  here?  [ Exit  Oth. 

la.  fcSfi*  he  to  nighc  hath  boarded  a Land  CarracR; 
If  it  prove  lawful  Prize,  he’s  made  for  ever. 

Caf.  I do  not  underhand. 
lag.  He’s  married. 

Caf.  To  whom  ? 

la.  Mafty  To  — — Co  me.  Cap  tain,  will  you  go? 

Enter  Othello. 

Oth.  Have  with  you. 

Caf  Here  comes  another  Troop  to  feck  for  you. 
Enter  Brabantio,  Rodorigo,  and  others  with  Lights  and 
Weapons. 

Jag.  It  is  Brabamioi  General,  be  advis’d; 

He  comes  tc  bad  intent. 

Oth.  HollaJ  hand  there/ 

Rod.  Seignior,  it  is  the  Moor. 

Era.  Down  with  him,  Thief/  [They  draw, 

la.  You  Rodorigo!  6ome,Sir,  I am  for  you. 

Oth.  Keep  up  your  bright  Swords,  for  the  Dew  will 
ru(l:^'tnr 

Good  Seignior,  you  (hall  more  command  with  Years, 
Than  with  your  Weapons. 

Era.  O thou  foul  Thief,  where  haft  thou  flow’d  my 
Daughter  ? 

Damu’-d  as  thou  art,  thou  haft  inchanted  her; 

For  I’ll  refer  me  to  all  things  of  Senfe, 

(If  (he  in  Chains  of  Magick  were  not  bound) 

Whether  a Maid^fo  tender,  fair,  and  happy; 

So  oppofite  to  Marriage,  that  (lie  (hun’d 
The  wealthy  curled  Darl.ngs  of  our  Nation, . — 

Would  ever  have  (to  incur  a general  Mock) 
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Run  from  her  Cordage  to  the  footy  Bofom 
Of  fuch  a thing  as  thou;  to  fear,  not  to  delight  ? 

Judge  me  the  Worldyf  ’tis  not  grofs  in  Senfe, 

That  thou  haft  pradhs’d  on  her  with  foul  Charms, 

Abus’d  her  delicate  Youth  with  Drugs, or  Minerals, 

That  weaken  Motion  r^I’ll  have’t  disputed  on; 

’Tis  probable  and  palpable  to  Thinkings 
I therefore  apprehend  and  do  attach  thee. 

For  an  Abufer  of  the  World,  a Pradtifer 
Of  Arts  inhibited/  and  out  of  Warrant, 

Lay  hold  upon  him ; if  he  do  refift, 

Subdue  him  at  his  Peril. 

Oth.  Hold  your  Hands, 

Both  you  of  mine  inclining^and  the  reft: 

Were  it  my  Cue  to  fight,  I fhould  hav^eknown  it 
Without  a Prompter  r-Where  will  youjT^go 
To  anfwer  this  your  Charge  ? 

Bra.  To  Prifon;  till  fit  time 
Of  Law,  and  courfe  of  direft  Sefilon 
Call  thee  to  anfwer. 

Oth.  What  if  I/obey  ? 

How  may  the  Duke  be  therewith  latisfied,* 

Whofe  MefTengers  are  here  about  my  fide. 

Upon  fome  prefent  Bufinefs  of  the  State, 

To  bring  me  to  him  ? 

Officer.  True,  moft  worthy  Seignior, 

The  Duke’s  in  Council;  and  your  noble  felf 
I’m  fure  is  fent  for. 

Bra.  How ! the  Duke  in  Council  ? 

In  this  time  of  the  Night?  bring  him  away; 

Mine’s  not  an  idle  Caufe.  The  Duke  hirafelf. 

Or  any  of  my  Brothers  of  the  State, 

Cannot  but  feel  this  Wrong,  as  ’twere  their  own.' 

For, if  fuch  Adfcions  may  have  Paflage  free, 

Bondflaves  and  Pagans  fhall  our  Statefmen  be. 

^ [Exeunt. j 

Dhkt\^  and^Senators,  a Table , with  Lights  > 5 mj 

^ and  Attendants. 

Duke.  There  is  no  Composition  in  thefe  News 
That  gives  them  Credit, 


* Sena. 
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i Sena,  Indeed  they  are  difproportionidj 
My  Letrers  fay,  a hundred  and  fevcn  Gallies. 

Du.  And  mine,a  hundred  and  forty. 
z Sen.  And  mine,  two  hundred : 

But  thoThey  jump  not  on  a juft  account, 

(As  in  tbefe  Cafes,  where  they  aim  Reports, 

*Tis  oft  with  Difference)  yet^oiey  all  confirm 
A Turkijh  Fleet,  and  bearing~up  to  Cyprus, 

Du,  Nay,  it  is  poftible  enough  to  Judgment: 

I do  not  fo  fecure  me  in  the  Error, 

But  the  main  Article  I do  approve 
In  fearful  Senfe. 

Sailor  within.  What  ho,  whatjio^  what  ho  ? 
jJnterJJJ  Sailor? 

Officer.  A MefTenger  from  the  Galleys. 

Du.  Now?  rahat’-sBhe  Bufinefs  ? 

Sailor.  The  Turkijh  Preparation  makes  for  Rhodes, 

So  was  I bid  report  here  to  the  State, 

# How  fay  you  by  this  change  ? 
i Sen.  This  cannot  be,  by  no  aflay  of  Reafon. 

#Tis  a Pageant, 

To  keep  us  in  falfe  gaze:  when  we  confider 
The  Importancy  of  Cyprus  to  the  Turk; 

And  let  our-felves  again  but  underftand, 

That,as  it  more  concerns  the  Turk  than  Rhodes , 

So  may  he,with  more  fertile  Queftion,bear  it. 

For  that  it  (lands  not  in  fuch  warlike  Brace, 

But  altogether  lacks  th^abilities 

That  Rhodes  is  dreft  in;  jf  we  make  thought  of  this. 

We  muft  not  think  the  Turk  is  fo  unskilful, 

To  leave  that  lateft^  which  concerns  him  fir  ft > 
Negle&ing  an  Attempt  of  eafe  and  gain. 

To  wake,  and  wage  a Danger  profitlefs. 

Du.  Nay,  in  all  Confidence,  he’s  not  for  Rhodes'. 
Offi.  Here  is  more  News. 

Enter  a fecond  Meffenger. 
lAef.  The  Ottomites , Reverend  and  Gracious, 
Steering  with  due  Courfe  toward  the  Ifle  of  Rhodes , 
Have  there  enjoin’d  them  with  an  after  Fleet. 

i Sen.  Ay,  fo  I thought;  Jfow  many,  as  you  guefs? 
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Mr/.  OfjffSai!;  and  now  they  do  rejlem 
Their  backward  courfe,  bearing,  with  frank  appearance. 
Their  purpofes  towards  Cyprus.-. Seignior  Montano , 

Your  trufty  and  moft-valiant  Servitor, 

With  his  free  dury  recommends  you  thus, 

And  prays  you  to  believe  him. 

Du.  *Tis  certain  then  for  CyprusT 

Marcus  Lucchtoszis  he  not  in  town? 

1 Sena.  He’s  now  injjlorence. 

Du.  Write  from  us^to  hirn^poft-hafte,  difpatch. 

1 Sena.  Here  comes  Brabantto}  and  the  valiant  Moor; 
Enter  Brabantio,  Othello,  Roderigo,  Iago,  Caflio, 
and  Officers.  ^ 

Du.  Valiant  Othello,  we  mart:  ftrait  employ  you  , 
Againft  the  general  Enemy  Ottoman. 

I did  not  fee  you;  welcome,gentle*.  Seignior; 

We  lack&your  Counfel/  and  your  Help  to-night. 

Bra.  So  did  I yours;  good  your  Grace, pardon  me; 
Neither  my  Place,  nor  aught  I heard  of  Bufinefs 
Hath  rais’d  me  from  my  bed;  nor  doth  the  genera! 

Take  hold  crfiLme;  for  my  particular  Grief 
Is  of  fo  floodgate  and  o’er  bearing  nature, 

Xhat  it  engluts  and  fwallows  other  Sorrows, 

And  yet  is  ftill  itielf. 

Du.  Why,  what’s  the  matter? 

Bra.  My  Daughter,*  O my  Daughter! 

Sen.  Dead ! 

Bra.  Ay,t o me: 

She  is  abus’d,  ftofn  from  me,  and  corrupted, 

By  Spells  and  Medicines  bought  of  Mountebanks: 

For  Nature  fo  prepofteroufly  to  err, 
fBeing  not  deficient,  blind,  or  lame  of  Senfe) 

Sans  Witchcraft  could  not— 

Du.  Who-e’er  he  be,  that,  in  this  foul  proceeding. 
Hath  thus  beguil’d  your  Daughter  of  herdelf. 

And  you  of  her.  the  bloody  Book  of  Law 
You  fhall  yourfelf  rea^jn  the  bitter  Letter, 

After  your  own  fenfe ; tBo'  our  proper  Soa 
Stood  in  your  action. A 

Bra. 
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Bra.  Humbly  I thank  your  Grace?- 

Here  is  the  Man,  this  Moor,*  whom  now;  it  feems^ 
Your  fpecial  Mandate,  for  the  State  affair  s^ 

Hath  hither  brought. 

All.  We  are  very  forry  forjf. 

D«.  What,in  your  own  part,can  you  fay  to  this? 

Bra.  Nothing,  bur  This  is  fo. 

Otb.  Moft  potent,  grave  and  reverend  Seigniors, 

My  very  noble  and  approv’d-good  Matters;-: 

That  I have  ta’en  away  this  old  man’s  Daughter, 

It  is  moft  true;  true,  I have  married  her; 

The  very  head  and  front  of  my  offending^- 

Hath  this  extent,no  more.  Rude  am  l in  my  fpeecb, 

And  little  bleft  with  the  feift-phrafe  or  Peace; 

For  fince  thefe  Arms  of  mine  had  feven  years’pitb. 

Till, now,  fome  nine  Moons  wafted,  they  have  us’d 
Their  deareft  adtion  in  the  tented  Field; 

And  little  of  this  great  World  can  I fpeak, 

More  than  pertains  to  feats  of  BrojlS,  and  Battel. 

And  therefore  little  (hall  I grace  my  Caufe, 

In  fpeaking  of  myfelf;  yet, by  your  patience, 

I will  a round  unvarnifh’d  Tale  deliver. 

Of  my  whole  courfe  of  Love;  what  Drugs,  what  Charms, 
What  Conjuration,  and  what  mighty  Magick, 

(For  fuch  proceeding  IAcharg’d  withal) 

1 won  his  Daughter  with. 

Bra . A Maiden  never  bold; 

Of  fpirit  fo  ftill  and  quiet,  that  her  motion 
Blufii(Lat)ierfelf ; and  fhe,m  fpite  of  Nature, 

Of  Years,  of  Country,  Credit,  every  thing, — 

To  fall  in  love  with  what  (be  fear’d  to  look  onr-« 

Jt  is  a Judgment  maim’d,  and  moft  imperfedt, 

That  will  confefs, .Perfedfion  fo  could  err 
Agaiqft  all  Rules  of  Nature;  and  muft  be  driven 
To  find  out  pradfices  of  cunning  Hell, 

Why  this  (hould  be.  I therefore  vouch  again, 
That^with  fome  Mixtures  powerful  o’er  the  Blood, 

Or  with  fome  Dram  conjur’d  to  this  effedf, 

He  wrought  upon  her. 
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Du.  To  vouch  this,is  no  proof? 

Without  more  certain  and  more  overt  teft, 

Than  thcfe  thin  habits,  and  poor  likelihoods 
Of  modern  feeming^do  prefer  againft  him, 

1 Sen.  But,O/6e#0,fpeak; — 

Did  you, by  indirect  and  forced  courfes. 

Subdue  and  poifon  this  young  Maid’s  affections? 

O'  came  it  byrequeft,  and  fuch  fair  queftion, 

As  Soul  to  Soul  affordeth  ? 

Otb.  I befeech  you, 

Send  for  the  Lady  to  the  Sagittary , 

And  let  her  fpeak  of  me  before  her  Father* 

If  you  do  find  me  foul  in  her  report. 

The  Truft,  the  Office,  I do  hold  of  you, 

Not  only  take  away,  but  let  your  Sentence 
Even  fall  upon  my  Life. 

Du.  Fetch  Defdemonn  hither.  [£*/*  iago. 

Otb.  Anfienr,  conduct  them,  you  know  beft  the  placer 
And,till  fhe  come,  as  truly  as  to  Heaven 
1 do  confefs  the  Vices  of  my  Blood, 

So  juftly  to  your  grave  Ears  IJJjTprefent, 

How  I did  thrive  in  this  fair  Lady’s  Love, 

And  fhe  in  mine. 

Du  Say  it,  Othello. 

Otb.  Her  Fatherllpv’d  me,*  oft  invited  me,* 

Still  queftion’d  me\fhe  Story  of  my  Life, 

From  Year  to  Year^the  Battles,  Sieges,  Fortunes  - 


J ran  it  thro;  even  from  my  boyifh  Days, 

To  thjf  very  Moment  that  he  bad  me  tell  it: 

Wherein  I fpake  of  moil  difaftrous  Chances, 

Of  moving  Accidents.,  by  Fiood,and  Field?  , 

Of  hair-breadth  Scapes  i’th*  imminent  deadly  Brea 
Of  being  taken  by  the  infolent  Foe, 

And  fold  to  Slavery?  of  my  Redemption  thence. 

And  Portance  in  my  Travels  Hiftory* 

Wherein  of  Antafes  vaft,  and  Defarts  wild. 

Rough  Quarries,  Rocks,  and  Hills/  whofe  Heads  touch 
Heaven, 

It  was  my  Hint  to  fpeak, .fuch  was  the  Procefs: 
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And  of  the  CartnibaUy  that  each  other  eatr"— 

The  Anthropophagi^ and  Men  whofe  Head^  . 

Do  grow  beneath  their  Shoulders#  fhefe  ttPliear, 

Would  Defdemona  ferioufly  incline; 

But  (till  the  Houfe- Affairs  would  draw  her  thence, 
Which,ever,as  fhe  cou!d,with  hafte  difpatch, 

She’d  come  again,  and,with  a greedy  Ear^ 

Devour  up  my  Difcourfe:  Which  I obferving, 

Took  once  a pliant  Hour,*  and  found  good  means 
To  draw  from  her  a Prayer  of  earneft  Heart, 

That  I would  all  my  Pilgrimage  dilate, 

Whereof,  by  Parcels,  (he  had  fomething  heard. 

But  not  diftindtively.  I did  confenr, 

And  often  did  beguile  her  of  her  Tears, 

When  I did  fpeak  of  fome  diftrefsful  Stroke, 

That  my  Youth  fufferjid.  My  Srory  being  done, 

She  gave  naefoi^my  Pains  a World  of  Sighs} 

5he  latdr^Tn^&^’twas  ftrange,  ’ewas  paffing  ftrange, 

’Twas  pitiful,  ’twas  wondrous  pitiful • 

She  wiflifffhe  had  not  heard  i>».  ■■■yet  (he  wifheL 
That  H.-aven  had  made  her  fuch  a Man:— fhe  thanked  me. 
And  bad  me, if  I had  a Friend  that  lov^d  her, 

I fhould  bur  teach  him  how  to  tell  my  Story, 

And  that  would  woe  her.^On  this  htftt  I fpake: 

She  lov’d  me  for  the  Dangers  I had  paft. 

And  1 lov’d  her  that  (he  did  pity  them ; 

This  only  is  the  Witchcraft  I have  us’d : 

Here  comes  the  Lady, 

= Let  her  witnefs  it. 

Enter  Defdemona,  Iago,  and  the  reft. 

Du.  I think  this  Tale  would  win  my  Daughter  too  s— 
Good  Brabantio,  take  up  this  mangled  matter  at  the  beft. 
Men  do  their  broken  Weapons  rather  ufe. 

Than  their  bare  Hands. 

Bra.  I pray  you  hear  her  fpeak. 

If  (lie  con  fefs,  that  fhe  was  half  the  Wooer, 

Deftru&ion  on  my  Head,  if  my  bad  Blame 
Light  on  the  Mani-jCome  hither,  gentle  Miftrefs: 

Do  you  perceive  in  all  this  noble  Company, 

Where  you  mo  ft  owe  Obedience? 
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Def.  Noble  Father, 

I do  perceive  here  a divided  Duty ; 

To  you  I’m  bound  for  Life  and  Education ; 

My  Life  and  Education  both  do  learn  me 
How  to  refpeft  you,*  you  are  the  Lord  of  Duty, 

I am  hitherto  your  Daughter.  But  here’s  my  Husband; 
And  fo  much  Duty  as  my  Mother  (hewid 
To  you,  preferring  you  before  her  Father, 

So  much  I challenge,  that  I may  profefs 
Due  to  the  Moor,  my  Lord. 

Bra.  God  be  with  you haj^one:  — 

Pleafe  it  your  Grace,  on  to  the  State  Affairs; 

I had  rather  to  adopt  3 Child,  than  get  ity- 

Come  hither, Moor; 

I here  do  give  thee  that  with  all  my  Heart, 

Which,  but  thou  haft  already,  with  my  Heart 
I would  keep  from  thee. — For  your  fake.  Jewel, 

€I  am  glad  at  Soul^  I have  no  other  Child; 

••For  thy  Efcape  would  teach  me  Tyranny, 

♦To  hang  Clogs  on^em. I have  done,  my  Lord. 

1 Du.  Let  me  fpeak  like  your  felf;  and  lay  a Sentences 
‘Which^itkfi-a  Grife^or  Step.,  may  help  thefe  Lovers 

♦Into  your  Favour. 

'When  Remedies  are  paft,  the  Griefs  are  ended, 

•By  feeing  the  worft,  which,  late,on  Hopes  depended. 
•To  mourn  a Mifchief  that  is  paft  and  gon£.^ 

1 Is  the  next  way  to  draw  new  Mifchief  on: 

•What  cannot  be  preferv’d  when  Fortune  takes, 

•Patience  her  Injury  a Mockery  makes. 

'The  robbU, that  fmtles,  fteals  fomething  from  the  Thief* 
cHe  robs  himfelf,that  fpends  a bootlefs  Grief. 

% Bra.  So  let  the  Turk  of  Cyprus  us  beguile; 

1 We  lofe  it  not,  fo  long  as  we  can  fmile  ; 
cHe  bears  the  Sentence  well, that  nothing  bears, 

4 But  the  free  Comfort,  which  from  thence  he  hears: 
♦But  he  bears  both  the  Sentence,  and  the  Sorrow, 

♦That, to  pay  Grief,  muft  of  poor  Patience  borrow, 
VThefe  Sentences^to  Sugar,  or  to  Gall, 

♦Being  ftrong  on  both  tides,  are  equivocal : 
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‘'But  Words  are  Words?  I never  yet  did  hear, 
c That  the  bruis’d  Heart  was  pierced  thro’  the  Ear/ 

I humbly  befeech  you  proceed  to  the  Affairs  of  the  State.’ 
Du  TheTar^with  a raoft  mighty  Preparatioi^makes 
for  Cyprus: ^Othello,  the  Fortitude  of  the  Place  is  beft 
jknown  to  you;  and,tho7we  have  there  a Subflitute  of 
moft  allowed  Sufficiency?  yet  Opinion,  a mod  fovereign 
Miftrefs  of  Effects,  throws  a more  faferVoice  on  you : 
You  muft,therefore,be  content  to  flubber  the  Glofs  of 
your  new  Fortunes,  with  this  more  ftubborn  and  bois- 
terous Expedition. 

Oth.  The  Tyrant  Cuftom,  mod  grave  Senators, 

Hath  made  the  flinty  and  fteel  Cpuch  of  War, 

My  thrice-driven  Bed  of  Down  : I do  agnize, 

A natural  and  prompt  Alacrity, 

I find  in  Hardnefs;  and  do  undertake 
Theeprefent  Warsagainfl  the  Otlomites. 

Mod  humbly,  therefore,  bending  to  your  State, 

I crave  fit  Difpofition  for  my  Wife, 

Due  Reverence  of  Place  and  Exhibition; 

"With  fuch  Accommodation  and  Befort, 

As  levels  with  her  Breeding. 

Du  at  her  Father’s. 

£ ret,  l will  not  have  it  fo. 

Oth.  Nor  I. 

Def  Nor  wodd  I. there  refide. 

To  put  my  Father  in^impatient  Thoughts, 

By  being  in  hu  Eye.  Mod  gracious  Duke, 

To  my  unfolding  lend  your  gracious  Ear; 

And  let  me  find  a Charter  in  your  Voice, 

T*J  aflift  my  Simplenefs  — 

Du.  What  would  you,  Defdemonx? 

Def.  That  I did  love  the  Moor  to  live  with  him. 

My  down-right  Violence,  and  Storm  of  Fortunes 
May  trumpet  to  the  World  : my  Heart’s  fubdujid. 

Even  to  the  very  Quality  of  my  Lord : 

I faw  Othello's  Vifag^  in  his  Mind; 

And  to  his  Honours,  and  his  valiant  Parts 
Did  I my  Soul  and  Fortunes  confecrate. 
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So  that,  dear  Lords,  if  I be  left  behind 
A Moth  of  Peace,  and  he  go  to  the  War, 

The  Rites,  for  which  I love  him,  are  bereft  me, 

And  I a heavy  Interim  £hall  fupport 
By  his  dear  Abfence;  Ipt  me  go  with  him. 

Oth . Your  Voices,  Lords  :^befeech  you  let  her  Will*, 
Have  a free  way-j^I  therefore  beg  it  not  * 

*To  pleafe  the  Palate  of  my  Appetite, 

1 Nor  to  comply  with  Heat,  the  young  affeds 
‘In  my  defund:  and  proper  Satisfaction; 
c But  to  be  free  and  bounteous  to  her  Mind : 

« And  Heaven  defend  your  good  Souls,  that  you  think 
«I  will  your  ferious  and  great  Buftnefs  fcant, 
fa  When  fhe  is  with  me> 

Of'  feather’d  Cupid  foil 
My  r^culative  ond-e&c'd  Iftftfurrrents 
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Let  Hufwivc3  make  a Skcllct--of  my-fiehnj 
And' all  indigo  and  bale  Adverfities- 
Makc  Head  againfl-my-E^amioftT 

Du.  Be  it  as  you  (hall  privately  determine, 
for  her  (lay,  or  going*  the  Affair  cries  Haftej 
And  Speed  muff  anfwer^'you  mud  hence  to-Nightf- 
Def \ To  Night,  my  Lord*? fflr Night? 

Oth . With  all  my  heart.  A 
Du,  At  N.ne  ith&Morning  here  we’ll  meet  again, 

Othello , leave  fome  Officer  behind. 

And  he  (hall  our  Comrmffion  bring  to  you; 

And  fuch  things  eife  of  Quality  and  Refped, 

As  doth  import  you. 

Oth.  Pleafe  your  Grace,  my  Ancient; 

(A  Man  he  is  of  Honeftv  and  Truft) 

To  his  Conveyance  1 afiign  my  Wife, 

With  what  elfe  needful  your  good  Grace  (hall  think 
To  be  fent  after  me. 

Du.  Let  it  be  fo 

Good  night  to  every  one^nd,  noble  Seignior, 

If  Virtue  no  delighted  Beauty  lack. 

Your  Son-in-Law  is  far  more  fair  than  black. 

i Sena.  Adieu,  brave  Moor/ ufe  Defdemona  well.  * 

Bra. 
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Bra.  Look  to  her;  Moor;  if  thou  mail  Eye$  to  fee. 
She  has  deceiv'd  her  Father,^and  may  thee.  [Exit, 
Otb.  My  Life  upon  her  Faith.  Honeft  lago , 

My  Defdemona  muft  1 leave  to  thee} 

I prithee  Jet  thy  Wife  attend  on  her, 

-And  bringthem.after  in  the  beft  Advantage.  - — 

Come,  Defdemona;  I have  but  an  Hour 
Of  Love,  of  worldly  Matter  and  Dfre&ion, 

To  fpeak  with  thee  , we  muft  obey  the  Time. 

Boa  lago.  [ Exeunt  Moor  and  Def. 

lag.  What  fay  ft  thou^  noble  Heart? 

Bod.  What  will  I do,  thinkft  thou? 
lag  Why,  go  to  bed^and  fleep. 

Bod.  I will  incontinently  drown  my  felt. 

Iag*^ lf  thou  doft,  I (hall  never  love  thee  afrei>  ^ 
VJhy,  thou  filly  Gentleman/ 

Bod.  It  isftllinefs  to  live,  when  to  live  is  a Torment; 
and  then  have  we  a Prefcription  to  die,  when  Death  is 
our  Phyfician. 

lag.  O villanous/  I hafe  look’d  upon  the  World  for 
four  times  feven  years;  and,finre  I could  diftinguifh  be- 
tween a Benefit  and  an  Injury,  I never  found  a Man 
that  knew  how  to  love  himfelt:  ere  I would  fay  I 

would  drown  my  felf  for  the  love  of  a Ginny  Hen,  I 
would  change  my  Humanity  with  a Baboon. 

Rod.  What  fhould  1 do  ? I contefs  it  is  ray  Shame  to 
be  fj  fond;  but  it  is  not  in  my  Virtue  to  amend  it. 

lag.  Virtue/*  a figi  ’tis  in  our  felves,  that  we  are 
thus,  or  tbusr  Bodies  are  our  Gardens;  to  the  which 
our  Wills  are  Gardeners.  So  that;if  we  will  plant  Net- 
tles, or  fow  Lettices?  fet  H\fF  p.  and  weed  up  Thyme; 
fupply  it  with  one  Gender  of  H^rbs,  or  diftra&  it  with 
many}  either  have  it  fteiile  with  Idlenefs,  or  manur’d 
with  Induftry;  why  the  Power,  and  corrigible  Authority 
of  this/  lies  in  our  Will.  If  the  Balance  of  our  Lives 
bad  not  one  Scale  of  Reafcn  to  poife  another  of  Sen - 
fuality,  the  Blood  and  Balenefs  ot  our  Natures  would 
conduct  us  to  moft  prepofterous  Conclufions;  But  we 
have  reafon  to  cool  our  raging  Motions,  our  carnal 

Stings, 
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Stings,  our  unbitted  Lufts  ; whereof  I take  this,  that  you 
call  Love,  to  be  a Se<ft,  or  Syon. 

Rod . It  cannot  be. 

lag . It  is  merely  a Lull  of  the  Blood,  and  a Per- 
million  of  the  Will  t Come,  be  a Man;  drown  thy 
felf?  drown  Cats  and  blind  Puppies:  I have  profeft  me 
thy  Friend,  and  Iconfefs  me  knit  to  thy  deferving  with 
Cables  of  perdurable  Toughnefs  ; I could  never  better 
Head  thee  than  now.  Put  Money  in  thy  Purfe;  follow 
thou  thefe  Wars;  defeat  thy  Favour  with  an  ufurp’d 
Beard  ; I fay,  put  Money  in  thy  Purfe.  It  cannot  be 
that  Defdemona  fhouid  long  continue  her  Love  to  the 

Moor-— put  Money  in  thy  Purfe-? nor  he  his  to  her ; 

it  was  a violent  Commencement  in  her,  and  thou  (halt 
fee  an  anfwerable  Sequeftration.— .but  put  Money  in 
thy  Purfe.—  Thefe  Moors  are  changeable  in  their 
Wills.— Fill  thy  Purfe  with  Money,  The  Food 
tfeat-to  him  new-4s~as  lufciems  at.  LocufP,  fhjfi— fhortiy 
be  as  bitter  as— Goloquintida  -: — She— m aft  change -fog. 
Yoir-li,  when  fhe  is  Jked  with  his  Body,  fhe  wftf-ftnft 
the-EiTors-of  her  Choice — — Therefore-  put  Money 

in-thy-Puf& — If4keu-wilt  needs  damn  thy  felf,  dt> 

it  a tii  ore-deli  care  way-than  drowning. — Make-all  the 
Money  thou  ctnft~  If  Samflimony,  and  a frail  Vow, 
betwixt  an  erring  Barbarian,  and  a fuperfubtle  Venetian , 
be  not  too  hard  for  my  Wits,  and—all  the  Tiibe~of 
Hdf,  thou  (halt  enyoy  her  ; therefore  make  Money — 
A^paxs  of  drowning  thy  felf,  'tis  clean  out  of  the 
way  ; feek  thou  rather  to  be  hang’d  in  comparing 
thy  Joy,  than  to  be  drowned,  and  go  without 
her. 

Rod.  Wilt  thou  be  faft  to  my  Hopes,  if  I depend  on 
the  I flue  ? 

lag.  Thou  art  Cure  of  me*--- -go,  make  Money 

I have  told  thee  often,  and  I retell  thee  againr  and  again, 

I hate  the  Moor.  My  Caufe  is  hearted,*  thine  ha£(no 
lefs  Reafon.  Let  us  be  conjun^ve  in  our  Revenge  a-  ' 
gainft  him.  If  thou  thou  doft  thy- 

felf  aPleafure,  me  a Sport.  There  are  many  Events  in 
the  Womb  of  Time,  which  will  be  delivered.  Tra- 

verfe, 
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verfe,  go,  provide  thy  Money,  will  have  more  of 
this  to-morrow.  Aiieu. 

Rod.  Where  (hall  we  meet  i’th*  Morning? 
lag.  At  my  Lodging. 

Rod.  I’ll  be  with  thee  betimes. 
lag.  Go  to;  fare  weir  Bo  you  hear  Rodorigo? 

Rod . What  fay  you? 

lag.  No  more  of  drowning,  do  you  hear? 

Rod.  I am  chang’d,  I’il-gs  fell  all  mv  Land  [Ex.  Rod. 
lag.  Thus  do  I ever  make  my  Fool  my  Purfe  : 

For  I mine  own  gain’d  Knowledge  fliould  p ofane, 

If  I -ffiouldTime  expend  with  fuch  a SwMp^> 

But  for  my  Sport  and  Profit:  I.  hate  th^Moor; 

And  it  is  thoughtabroad,  that  y-^Sksct* 

H“5s  done  m^effi-erT  I know  not  ift  be  true-— 

But  I,  for  meer  Sulpicion  in  that  kind. 

Will  do,  as  if  for  Suretyr  Be  holds  me  well  — 

The  better  (hall  my  Purpofe  work  on  him. 

CaJJio's  a proper  Man;  Igt  me  fee  now; 

To  get  $his  Place,  and  to  plume  up  my  Will, 

A double  Knavery Ifowf  how? TgiV.  fee  - ■ - 

After  fome  time,  to  abufe  Othello’ s Ear, 

That  he  is  too  familiar  with  his  Wife— 

He  hath  a Perfon,  and  a fmooth  Difpofe 
To  be  fufpe&ed;  fram’d  to  make  Women  falfe. 

The  Moor  is  of  a free  and  open  Nature, 

That  thinks  Men  honeft,  that  but  feem  to  be  fo: 

And  will  as  tenderly  be  led  by  th^Nof^jds  Afles  are; 

I have’t it  is  ingender’d— Hell  and  Night 

Muft  bring  this  monftrous  Birth  to  the  World’s  Light. 

[Exit. 
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A C T II.  SCENE.I. 

in-  . 

Enter  Montano,  Governor  of  Cyprus,  with  two 
other  Gentlemen. 


t i Gent  Nothing  ar  all,  it  is  a high-wrought  Flood, 

* I cannot  'rwfxc  the  Hj?aven^  and  the  Main 
Defcry  a Sail. 

* Mon.  MethnkSjthe  Wind  hath  fpoke  aloud  at  Land; 
rA  fuher  Blaft  ne’er  (hook  our  Battlements: 

If  it  haih  ruffian’d  fo  upon  the  Sea, 

What  Ribs  ot  Oak,  when  the-feggc  Mountains  melt*,^»- 
rCan  hold  the  Mortiec?  What  fhall  we  hear  of  this? 
c 2 Gent.  A Segregation  of  the  Turkifh  Fleet: 

1 For  do  but  ftand  upon  the  foaming  Shore, 

-The  chiding  Billow J leemsto  pelt  the  Clouds; 

1 The  Wind-fliak’d  Surge,  with  high  and  monftrous  Main, 
' Seems  to  caft  Water  on  the  burning  Bear, 

'And  quench  the  Guards  of  thjjlver- faced  Pole. 
f I never  did  like  Moleftation  view 
lOn  the  enchafed  Flood. 

* Mon.  If  that  the  Turktfh  Fleet 
'Be  not  inflielter’d,  and  embayed,  they  are  drown’d? 
f It  is  impofiible  ti^ar  it  out. 

1 Enter  a third  Gentleman. 

*■  3 Gent . News,  Lords,  our  Wars  are  done: 
rThe  defperate  Tempeft  hath  fo  bang’d  the  Turks, 

:That  their  Defignment  habits; 

AlioJ hie. Ship  of  Venice 
Hath  feen  a grievous  Wrtck  and  Sufferance 
On  moft  part  of  their  Fleet. 
k Mon.  HowJ  is  this  true? 

1 3 Gent . The  Ship  is  here  put  in : 

1 A Veroneflo/  Michael  Cajfio, 

‘•Lieutenant  to  the  warlike  Moo^  Othello, 
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cls  come  on  fhore;  the  Moor  himfelfijar  Sea, 
fAnd  is  in  full  Commifiion  here  for  Cyprus. 
c Mon.  I am  glad  on’t,*  *tis  a worthy  Governor. 
c 3 Gent.  But  this  fame  CaJJio,  tho*  he  fpeak  of  Comfort 

c Touching  the  Turkish  Lofs,Nyet~7>e  looks  /adiy, 

* And  prays  the  Moor  be  fafe,  for  they  were  parted 
L With  foul  and  violent  Tempeft. 

4 Mon.  Pray  Heaven^  he  be: 
c For  I have  ferv’d  him,  and  the  Man  commands 
‘Like  a full  SoldierrLet’s  to  the  Sea-fide,  ko  [ 

‘ As  well  to  fee  the  Veflcl  that’s  come  in, 
f As  to  throw-out  our  Eyes  for  brave  Othello. 
c Even  till  we  make  the  Main  and  th^ Aerial  Blue 
< An  indiftindt  regard. 
e 3 Gent.  Come,  let’s  do  fo; 
e For  every  Minute  is  Expe&ancy 

* Of  more  Arrivance. 

Enter  Cafiio, 

Caf  Thanks  to  the  Valiant  of  this  warlike  Ifle, 

That  fo  approve  the  Moor:  O,  let  the  Heavens 
Give  him  Defence  againft  the  Elemenrs, 

For  I have  loft  him  on  a dangerous  Sea/ 

Mon,  Is  he  well  ftiipp^f 
Caf.  His  Bark  is  ftoufly  timber’d,  and  his  Pilot 
Of  very  expert  and  approv’d  Allowance; 

Therefore  my  Hopes  (not  furfeited  to  Death) 

Stand  in  bold  Cure. 

Enter  a Meffenger. 

Mef  A Sail i a fail/  a fail/ 

Caf  What  Noife? 

Gent.  The  Town  is  empty;  on  the  Brow  o’th’Sea 
Stana  Ranks  of  People,  and  they  cry^a  Sail/ 

Caf  My  Hopes  do  ftiape  him  for  the  Governour. 

7 [A  Shot. 

Gent.  They  do  difcharge  their  Shot  of  Courtefy ; 
Our  F;  >fnds,at  leaft. 

Caf.  I pray  you,  Sir,  go  forth. 

And  give  us  truth,  who  ’tis  that  is  arriv’d. 

z Gent . I fhali.  [Exit. 

Mon. 
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Mon.  But, good  Lieutenant,  is  your  General  wiv’d? 

Caf  Moft  fortunately,  be  hath  atchiev'd  a Maid, 
That  paragons  Defcription  and  wild  Fame: 

One  that  excels,  the  Quirks  of  blazoning  Pens* 

And  in  the  eflential  Vefture  of  Creation, 

Does  bear  all  Excellency.- • 

Enter  a Gentleman. 

How  now,  who  has  put  in? 

Caf.  ’Tis  one  lago,  Ancient  to  the  General.’ 

He  has  had  moft  favourable  and  happy  Speed: 

Tempefts  themfeives,  high  Seas,  and  howling  Winds, 
fThe  gutter’d  Rocks,  and  congregated  Sands, 
fc(Traitors  enfteep’d,  to  clog  the  guiltlefs  Keel)  7 
As  having  fenfe  of  Beauty,  do  omit 
Theircommon  Natures,  letting  fafe  go  by 
The-Smtre  Defdemona. 

Mon.  What  is  fhe  ? 

Caf.  She  that  I fpeak  of,  our  great  Captain’s  Captain," 
Left  in  the  Conduct  of  the  bold  lago, 

Whofe  footing  here  Noughts 

A fen  night’s  fpeed cgat jaoL^thelfo  guard, 

And  fwell  his  Sail  with  fSw-tr we  powerful  Breath,’ 
That  he  may  blefs  this  Bay  with  his  tall  Ship, 

And  fwiftly  come  to  Defdemona's  Arms, 

Give  renew’d  Fire 
To  our  extinguifh’d  Spirits; 

And  bring  all  Cyprus  Comfort.  

[ Enter  Defdemona,  lago,  Emilia,  and  Roderiga.’ 

O behold ! 

The  Riches  of  the  Ship  is  come  on  fhorei 
Ye  Men  of  Cyprus , let  us  have  your  Knees: 

Hail  to  thee,  Lady ! and  the  Grace  of  Heaven,’ 

Before,  behind  thee,  and  on  every  hand 
Enwheel  thee  round. 

Def.  I thank  you,  valiant  Cajfio, 

Whar  Tidings  can  you  tell  me  of  my  Lord? 

Caf  He  is  not  yet  arriv’d;  nor  know  I aught, 

But  that  he’s  well,  and  will  be  Ihortly  here. 

Def.  Qbut  I fear. '"Bow  loft  you  Company? 

Caf  The  great  Contention  of  the  Sea  and  Skies 

C r Parted 
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Parted  our  Fellowfhip.  But,  hark ! a Sail ! 

| ~JVithin\  A Sail!  a Sail!  C ^ 

Gent.  They  give  this  Greeting  to  the  Citadel: 

This, likewife, is  a Friend. 

Cctf.  See  for  the  News:  . 

Good  Ancient,  you  are  welcome.  Welcom e, MTftreFs. 
Let  it  not  gall  your  Patience,  good  Iago, 

That  I extend  my  Manners.  ’Tis  my  Breeding 
That  gives  me  this  bold  (hew  of  Courtefy. 

Jag.  Sir,  would  fhe  give  you  lb  much  of  her  Lips, 
As  of  her  Tongue  (he  oft  bellows  on  me, 

You’d  have  enough. 

Def.  Alas ! (he  has  no  Speech. 

Jag,  hdStBT too  much; 

Jind  if  ftill,  fer  when  I haV^lf&i^  to  fleep; 

)efore  your  Lady  (hip,  I grant. 


She  puts  her  Tongue  a little  in  her  Heart, 

And  chides  with  Thinking. 

Em.  You  have  little  Caufe  to  fay  fo 
lag.  Come  on,  come  on  ; you'J'e  Pi&ures  out  of 
Doors,  ^ 

Bells  in  your  Paries,  wild  Cats  in  your  Kitchins, 

Saints  in  your  Injuries,  Bgyrfedaets^  offeedetL 

pbyxxsJary^ur  Flouie^wifegyr^nd^feufc-wifcs  ii»-yQBr 
Def.  O fy  upon  thee,  Slanderer.  jUfeds; 

it  is  true. 


Em.  Youlhall  not  write  my  Praife. 
lag.  No,  let  me  not. 

Be/.  What  y/ouldft  thou  write  of  me, 

If  thou  fhouldft  praife  me? 

Jag . O gentle  Lady,  do  not  put  me  tot, 

For  I am  nothing,  if  not  critical. 

Be f Come*  ory\  allay.— There’s  one  gone  to  the  Har- 
lag.  Ay,  Madam.  (hour? 

Be/.  I am  not  merry,  but  I do  beguile 

The  Thing  I am,  by  Teeming  otherwifer . 

Come,  how  wouldfl:  thou  praife  me  ? 

lag.  I am  about  it;  but  indeed  my  Invention|fomes 
from  my  Pate,  as  Birdlime  does  from  Frt^e,|Tt  plucks 
'<  < out 
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out  Brains  and  all.  But  ray  Mufe  labours.Und  thus  fhe  - 
is  deliver'd:  * 

r If /he  be  fair  and  wife,fFairnefs  and  Wity 

* The  one’s  for  ufe,  the  other  ufeth  it. 

e Def  Well  prais’d  : how  if  fhe  be  black  and  witty  ? 

* lag.  If  fie  be  black , and  thereto  have  a Wit } 

.c  She'll  find  a White  that  fiall  her  Blacknefs  fit . 

« Def.  Worfe  and  worfe. 
c Em.  How,  if  fair  and  foolifh  ? 

1 lag.  She  never  yet  was  foolifh,  that  was  fair , 
eFor  even  her  Folly  helfHher  to  an  Heir . 

* Def.  Thefe  are  old  fond  Paradoxes,  to  make  Fools 
e laugh  i’th*  Alehoufe.  What  miferable  Praife  haft  thou 
e for  her  that's  foul  and  foolifh  ? 

c lag.  There's  none  fo  foul,  and  foolifh  thereunto , 
cBut  does  foul  Franks,  which  fair  and  wife  ones  do. 
c Def.  O heavy  Ignorance!  thou  praifeft  fhe  worft  beft. 
‘But  what  Praife  couldft  thou  beftow  on  a dferving  Wo- 

* man  indeed  ? one,  that,  in  the  Authoriry  of  her  Merits  did 
r juftly  put  on  the  Vouch  of  very  Malice  it  felf.p  9 

lag  She  that  was  ever  fair , and  never  proud , 

Had  Tongue  at  Will,  and  yet  was  never  loud. 

Never  lack'd.  Gold , and  eses^yet  went^gay, 

F’ud  from  her  Wifi , and  yet  faid , I may : 

She  that,  when  anger'd , her  Revenge  being  r,igh. 

Bad  her  Wrong  flay,  and  her  Difpleafire  fly: 

She- that  iirWifdim-TH'dV)  mts-fo  frail, 

To  ihmgt  ihv'XZOifsdmd fsrihe  Salmon's  Tail : 

She  that  could  think,  and  ne’er  difclofe  her  Mind , 

See  Suitors  followings  and  not  look  behind ; 

She  was  a Wight,  (if  ever  fuch  Wight  were ) 

Def.  To  do  what? 

lag.  To  fickle  Fools,  and  chronicle  fmall  Beer. 

Def.  O moft  iame  and  impotent  Conclufion!  

Do  not  learn  of  him,  Emilia,  tho’he  be  thy  Husband. 
How  fay  you ,CaJJiol  is  he  not  a moft  profane  and  liberal 
Counfellor? 

Caf  He  fpeaks  home.  Madam;  you  may  relifh  him 
the  Scholar, 
her  by  the 


palm : Ay,  well 


more  in  tne  boidier,  than 
lag.  Afide~\  He  takes 
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laid whifptr — with  as  little  a Web  as  this  will  I 

enfnare  as  great  a Fly  as  Cajfio.  Ay,  fmile  upon  her, 

do 1 wik^ffiSf  thee  in  thine  own  Courtfhip.  You 

fay  true,*  'tis  fo  indeed. If  fuch  Tricks  as  thefe 

flrip  you  out  of  your  Lieutenancy,  it  had  been  better 
you  had  not  kifs’d  your  three  Fingers  foofr,  which  now 
again,  you  are  mod  apt  to  play  the  Sir  in  Very  good 

-well  kiftlanH  excellent  Courrefyr—’tis  fo  indeed— 

yet  again — your  Fingers  to  your  Lips  ? wouid-t-hey  were- 

Giffter  p.pes  for  your  jake- [ Trumpet  within. 

The  Moor,  l know  his  Trumpet. 

Caf  *Tis  truly  fo. 

Def  Let’s  meet  him,  and  receive  him. 

Caf.  Lo,  where  he  comes. 

Enter  Othello  and  Attendants. 

Oth . O my  fair  Warrior! 

Def  My  dear  Othello . 

Oth.  It  gives  me  wonder,  great  as  my  Content, 

To  fee  you  here  before  me.  My  Soul’s  Joy, 

If  after  every  Temped  come  fuch  Calmsv«-f^ 

May  the  Winds  blow  till  they  have  waken’d  Death; 

And  let  the  labouring  Bark  climb  Hills  of  Seas, 

Olympus  high,  and  duck  again  as  low* 

A»-HcHVfrom  -Heaven-;  Tt  I were  now  to  die, 

•’Twere  now  to  be  mod  happy;  for  I fear 
My  Soul  hath  her  Content  fo  abfolute, 

That  not  another  Comfort  like  to  this 
Succeeds  in  unknown 

Def  ttxT Heaven jf  forbid. 

But  that  our  Loves  and  Comforts  fhould  increafe, 

Even  as  our  Days  do  grow. 

Oth.  Amen  to  that, 

I cannot  fpeak  enough  of  this  Content, 

It  flops  me  here;  it  is  too  much  of  Joy : 

And  this,  and  this,  the  greated  Difcordsbe,  [Kijfing  her.  j 
That  e’er  our  Hearts  fh€t412l  make.^ 
lag.  O,  you  are  well-tun’d  now / 

But  I’ll  let  down  the  Peg«,that  make$  this  Mufick, 

As  honed  as  I am.  [ Afide . \ 

Oth . Come,  let’s  to  the  Cadler-— 

Now 
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Nevy^Friends,  our  Wars  are  done,  the  Turks  are  drown’d. 

How '’do  our  old  Acquaintance  of  this  Ifle? 

Honey,  you  fhaJl  be  well  defir’d  in  Cyprus; 

I have  found  great  Love  amongft  themr  O my  Sweet, 

I prattle  out  of  Fafhion,  and  1 dote 
In  mine  own  Comfortsr^py'thee,  good  Iago , 

Go  to  the  Bay,  and  difembark  my  Coffers  j 
Bring  thou  the  Mailer  to  the  Citadel: 

He  is  a good  one,  and  his  Worthinefs 

Does  challenge  much  Refpett.  Come  Defdemona; 

Once  more,  well  met  at  Cyprus.  [Exeuns*.  0,  xf.  >C 

Jag.  Do^pu  meet  meprefently  at  theHarbourr 
thither,  Tf  thou  bejlft  valiant ; as,  they  fay,  bafe  Men  be- 
ing in  Love,  have  then  a Nobility  in  their  Nature?, 
more  than  is  native  to  them— lift  me*  fhe  Lieutenant 
to-night  watches  on  the  Court  of  Guard  : _firft,I  muft 
tell  thee  this >_pefdemona  is  dire<ftly  in  love  with  him. 

Rod.  With  him!  why/tis  not  poflible. 
lag.  Lay  thy  Fmgeri^tbus,  and  let  thy  Soul  be  in- 
ftru&ed:  mark  me  with  what  Violence  fhe  firft  lov’d 
the  Moor,  but  for  bragging,  and  telling  her  fantaftical 
Lyes;  and  will  fhe  love  him  ftill  for  prating?  let  not 
thy  difereet  Heart  think  it.  Her  Eye  mu£be  fed,  and 
what  Delight  (hall  fhe  have  to  look  on  theDe&P  W-hca 
>wkh  therAflr-efc^pea,  There 
fhould  be  and  to  give  Sut-h&y-a- 

frefli  Appetite-,'  Lovelinefs  in  Favour,  Sympathy  in 
Years,  Manners,  and  Beauties 3 all  which  the  Moor  is 
defe&ive  in  : now,  for  want  of  thefe  requir’d  Conve- 
niences, her  delicate  Tendernefs  will  find  itself  abus’d, 
begin  to  Gorge,  difrelifh  and  abhor  the 

Moor;  very  Nature  will  irrflrnfU^cr-in  ifr'gad  compel 
her  to  fome  fecond  Choice.  Now,Sir,  this  granted,  (as 
it  is  a moft  pregnant  and  unforc’d  Pofition)  who  ftands 
fo  eminent^in  the  Degree  of  this  Fortune,  as  Cajfio 
does  ? a Knave  very  voluble,  no  farther  confcionabie, 
than  in  putting  on  the  mere  Form  of  civil  and  humane. 
Seeming,  for  the  better  compafting  of  his  fdr  amC-mrr# 
hidden  Aife<£lionJ?AA  flippery  and  fubtle  Knave,  a 
finder  of~occai-ion3  j mi- hay art  Eye>  can  iUmp  and 
C 3 -eQttnter..- 
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^ountcrfi-it  A4vatttagcsr  tho^rue^yvafrtag^-nevcr  pre» 
lent  it  fell: — A devilifh  Kmvc!  Befides,  the  Knave  is 
handfome,  young?  and  hath  all  thofe  Requifites  in  him 
that  FolJy  and  green  Minds  look  after.  A peftilent  com- 
plei^Knave;  and  the  Woman  hath  found  him  already. 

Rod.  I cannot  believe  that  of  her;  (hels  full  of  moft 
ble£k£ondition. 

lag.  Blel^/figs-end  j the  Wine  (lie  drinks  is  made  of 
Grapes:  if  me  had  been  bleft,  fhe  would  never  Have 
lov’d  the  Moor:  Blelt/Pudding ! Didft  thou  not  fee  her 
paddle  with^the  Eahp^of  his  Hand?  didft  not  mark  that? 

Rod.  Yes/Mt  tfiwas  but  Courtefy. 

Jag.  Ixchery-r  by--thi6  -Han^}  An^lndex  and  obfcure 
Prologue  to  theHiftory  of  Thoughts  r^hey 

met  fo  aear  with  their  Lips,  that -their- Breathy  ctrrbnnrti 

$ojZ£ther — yitlftfloug-Thorights. — Rotkrtgtr, — wlieTT  thefc 
Mnrn-djrips  fa  mirfliil  cnmrx 

s-he-Mafter,  and-main  Esercife-the  incorporate  Conchr- 
— Fifh-  — But,  Sir,  be  you  rul’d  by  me,  I have 
brought  you  from  Venice?^ atch  you  to  night,-  for  the 
Command^  I’ll  lay  it  upon  you.  Cajfio  knows  you  not; 
I’ll  not  he  far  from  you : do  you  find  fome  occafion  to 
anger  CaJJio , either  by  fpeaking  too  loud,  or  tainting  his 
Difcipline;  or  from  what  other  Courfe  you  pleafe,  which 
the  time  (hall  more  favourably  minifter. 

Rod.  Well. 

Jag.  Sir,  he  is  rafh,  and  very  fudden  in  Choler*  antj, 
hapl^may  ftrike  at  you  : provoke  him  that  he  may;  fo£ 
even  out  of  that,  will  I caufe  thofe  of  Cyprus  to  mutiny, 
whofe  Qualifications  (hall  come  into  no  true  Tafte  again, 
hut  by  difplanting  of  CaJJJo.  So  fhall  you  have  a fhorter 
Journey  to  your  Defires,  by  the  means  I (hall  then  have 
to  prefer  them^and  the  Impediment^  moft  profitably  re- 
moved, without  which  there  was  no  Expectation  of  our 
Profperity. 

Rod.  I will  do  this,  if  you  can  bring  it  to  any  Oppor- 
tunity. 

lag:  I warrant  thee,  "Meet  me  by-and-by  at  the  Cita- 
del; I muft  fetch  his  Neceflaries  afhore.  Farewei. 

Rod.  Adieu.  [Exit. 
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That  Cajjio  loves  her,  I do  well  believe 
That  fhe  loves  him,,  ’tis  apt  and  of  great  Credit : 

The  Moor,  JbowbeJt  that  I endure  him  not,  — . 

Is  of  a conftant,  ioving,  noble  Nature? 

And  I dare  think  he’ll  prove  texDefdemonct 
A moft  dear  Husbandr  How  Ilove  her  too ; 

Not  out  of  abfolute  Lull,  (tho)peradventure, 

I ftand  Accoroptant  for  as  great  a Sin) 

But  partly  led  to  diet  my  Revenge, 

For  that  Ld^o^ufpe6f^^  fefl^M.oor 

mte  my  33@;  thetfiought  whereof 
Doth,like  a poifonous  Mineral?gnaw  my  inwards y 
And  nothing  can,  nor  fhall  content  my  Soul, 

;Till  I am  even*H  with  him,  Wife  for  Wife  : 

Or^  failing  fo,  yet  that  I put  the  Moor, 

At  leaft,  into  a jealoufy  fo  ftrong. 

That  Judgment  cannot  cure.  Which  thing  to  do, 

If  this  poor  Trafti  of  Venice,  whom  I trasfc. 

For  his  quick  hunting,  /land  the  putting  on. 

I’ll  have  cur  Michael  CaJJio  on  the  hip,* 

Abufe  him  to  the  Moor,  in  the  right  garb7 
(For  I fear  CaJJio , with  my  night-cap  too) 

Make  the  Moor  thank  me,  love  me,  and  reward  me. 

For  making  him  egregioufly  an  Afs, 

And  praftifing  upon  his  peace  and  quiet. 

Even  to  madnefs: ~’tis  here,  but  yet  confufs’d : 

Knavery's  pla:n  Face  is  never. j^en, till  us’d.  [Exit. 

Enter  Qthr.llf&  Herald , . 

It  is  Othello's  pleafure,  our  noTjle^f^avalianlPoeneraL  ^ 
c that,  upon  certain  tydings  now  arrived,  importing  the 
« mere  perdition  of  the  Turkijh  Fleet,  every  man  put  him- 
%felf  into  triumph;  fame  to  dance,  fome  to  m^ke. 

* fires,  each  man  to  what  fports  and  revels  hismtfi^ieadT" 

•him*  fo^befides  this  beneficial  News,  it  is  the  celebra- 
tion of  his  Nuptials:  So  much  was  his  pleafure  fhould 
the  proclaimed.  All  Offices  are  open,*  and  there  is  full 
4 liberty  of  feafting,  from  this  prefent  Hour  of  five,  till 
4 the  Bell  hath  tol£d  eleven.  Heaven  blefs  the  Ifie  of 
€ Cyprus,  and  our  noble  General  Othello!  * T . 


Enter 


^3  2 KJineuo^  tuc  ivioor  or  Venice. 


Enter  Othello,  Cafiio,  and 

^^gth.  Good  Michael , look  you  to  the  Guard  to  night ; 
Let’s  teach  ourfelves  that  honourable  flop. 

Not  to  out-fport  difcretion. 

Caf.  Iago  hath  direction  what  to  do : 
But^notwithftanding,  with  my  perfonal  eye 
Will  I look  to  it. 

Oth.  Iago  is  mod  non  eft. 

Michael^good  night.  lo-morrow, with  your  earlieft, 

Let  me  have  fpeech  with  you.  Gome  my  dear  Love, 
T-he-Purchajelm^d^y-  the.-Elr.ui-B  ore-to  cnfue, 

That  Profit’s- yet  to  come  ’twixr-me  and-you, 

Good  night.  [£*.  Oth.  and 

Enter  Iago. 

Caf,  Welcome,/^*?,  we  muft  to  the  Watch. 
lag.  Not  this  hour,  Lieutenant,*  ’tis  not  yet  ten  oy 
Clock : our  General  caft  us  thus  early  for  the  love  of  his 
Defdetnona;  whom  let  us  not  therefore  blame-r  he-hada 

flsris 


dior.  ffm 


Caf  She  is  a moft  exquifite  Lady. 
-And- I’ll  warrant  her  full  of  pi 


frefh 


fe  Creature. 


Caf 

l<*g- 

Methinks  it  foiTtvi^a  parley  toj^rffvocation. 

Caf  An  inviting  Ey^^mTyet  methinks  right  modeft. 
lag.  And  whenjttwrtpe^Svis  it  not  an  Alarm  to  Love? 
Caf.  Sbej^ffirieed  Perfe&iot^: 

lag.  WCll,  lrapplmrfs  tu  their  Slvetfr* Come,Lieute- 

nant,  I have  a ftoop  of  Wine,  and  here  without  is  a 
brace  of  Cyprus  GfWzv.ts  that  would  fain  have  a meafure 
to  the  health  o^ulack  Othello. 

Caf.  Not  to-night,  good  Iago : I have  very  poor  and 
unhappy  Brains  for  drinking:  I could  well  wilb  Courtefy 
would  invent  fome  other  Cuftom  of  entertainment. 

lag.  O they  are  our  Friends;-  ■■  « but  one  cup  : I’ll 
drink  for  you. 

Caf.  I have  drunk  but  one  cup  to-night,  and  that  was 
craftily  qualified,  too  i and,  behold,  what  innovation  it 

makes 
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makes  here:  I am  unfortunate  in  the  Infirmity,  and 
dare  not  task  my  weaknefs  with  any  more. 

lag  What,  manj  ’tis  a night  of  Revels;  the  Gallants 
defire  it. 

Caf.  Where  are  they  ? 

lag.  Here  at  the  door,  I pray  you  call  them  in. 

Caf.  HI  do’t;  but  it  diflikes  me.  [Exit, 

lag.  If  I can  fatten  but  one  cup  upon  him. 

With  that  which  he  hath  drunk  to-night  already. 

He'll  be  as  full  of  quarrel  and  offence, 

As  my  young  Milireis’  Dog-—  Nov^my  fick  fool \fRodorigol 
Whom  Love  has\  turn’d  almoft  the  wrong  fide  out u**-*-^, 
To  Defdemonay  hath  to-nighr  carous’d 
Potations  p trie  deep;  and  he’s  to  watch: 

Three  Lads  of  Cyprus,^ noble  fwelling  Spirits, 

That  hold  their  Honours  in  a wary  diftance. 

The  very  Elements  of  this  war-like  Ifie,  — 

Have  I to-night  fluftred  with  flowing  cups, 

And  they  watch  toor  iKbv^’mongft  this  Flock  of  Drun- 
kards, 

Am  I to  put  our  Caffio  in  fame  A&ion 
That  may  offend  the  Ifle. 

Enter  Montanjo,  Cafiio,  and  others . 

But  here  they  come: 

If  Confluence  do  but  approve  my  Dream, 

Mv  Boat  fails  freely  both  with  Wind  and  Stream. 

^ Caf.  fcgrgu-icassgB  They  have  given  me  a roufe  already.' 

Mon.  Gui.ii, I FiwtijL little  one,  not  pafi  a Pint, 

1 fcm  a Souldier. 

lag.  Some  Wine,  ho:  [Sings, 

And  let  me  the  Canakin  clink , clink , 

And  let  me  the  Canakin  clink : 

A Soldier’s  a Man , Oh  Man's  Life's  but  a Span , 

Why  tfen^ft  a Soldier  drink.-- Some  Wine/boys. 

Caf.  Farr  Hragga  an  excellent  Song. 
lag.  I learn’d  it  in  England ; where,  indeed,  they  are 
moll  potent  in  potting : your  Dane , your  German , and 
your  Indited  Hollander , £$rink,boV)  are  nothing  to 
your  Engltfh . 
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Caf  Is  your  Englijhman  fo  exquifite  in  his  drinking? 

lag.  Why  hcd^inks,  you  with  facility  your  Dane  dead 
drugkj  he-Aveafs-  nett  -to  overthrow  your  Almain^-kc 
g*yes  your  Hollander,  q vomit-,  e’er  t-he  nt-xt  ptreie---T3ir 
fee-ftpd: 

Caf.  To  the  Health  of  our  General. 

Mon.  1 am  for  it,  Lieutenant,  and  I will  do  you 
Juft  ice. 

lag.  O fweet  England! 

King.  Stephen  was  and  a worthy  Veer, 

His  &&&&?&  cojl  him  bat  a Crown , 

He  held  'em  fix -pence  all  too  dear , 

With  that  he  call'd  the  Taylor  Lown  : 

He  was  a Wight  of  high  Renown , 

And  thou  art  but  of.  low  degree ; 

3Tis  Pride  that  palls  the  Country  down , (ho* 

And  take  thine  dttld  C lofj  about  thee.-—  Some  Wine, 

Caf  Why,  this  is  a more  exquifite  Song  than  the 
other. 

lag.  Will  you  hear*t  again  ? 

Caf.  No,  for  I holt)  him  to  be  unworthy  of  his  place, 

that  does  thofe  things.  Weil Heaven’s  above -gfry 

and  tbere-be  Souls  tliatnmift  be  faved,  and  there  be 
Souls  muft  not  be  faved.  \ 

lag.  Ir  is  true,  good  Lieunenant. 

Caf.  For  mine  own  part,  novoftence  to  the  General, 
nor  any  Man  of  Quality,  I hope^to  be  faved. 

lag.  And  fo  do  I too,  Lieutenant. 

Caf.  Ay,  but  by  your  leave,  noKbefore  me  ; the  j 
Lieutenant  is  to  be  fived-hcforc  the-AntWftt-.  Let’s  have 
no  more  of  this,*  let’s  to  our  Affairs  : forgive  our  fins 

-Gentlemen,  let’s  look  to  our  bufinefsr  Bo  not  think, 

Gentlemen,I  am  drunk,  this  is^mv  Ar^ient,  this  is  my 
Right-hand,  and  this  is  my  LettTiam  not  drunk  now, 

I can  ftand  well  enough,  and  ^ /peak  well  enough. 

All.  Excellent  well. 

Caf  Why, very  well  then:  you  muft  not  think  then 
that  I am  drunk.  [Exit. 

Mon.  To  the  Platform,  Mafters.  Come^let’s  fee  the 
Watch. 
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lag.  You  fee  this  Fellow  that  is  gone  before. 

He  is  a Soldier,  fit  to  ftand  by  C&far, 

And  give  Direction:  and  do  but  fee  his  Vice* 

’Tis  to  his  Virtue^  a juft  Equinox, 

The  one  as  long  as  thfc  other;  ’tis  pity  of  him* 

I fear  the  Truft  Othello  puts  him  in, 

On  fome  odd  time  of  his  infirmity, 

Will  fhake  this  Ifland. 

Mon.  But  is  he  often  thus? 

lag.  ’Tis  evermore  the  Prologue  to  bis  Sleep. 

He’ll  watch  the  Horo'ogue  a double  fet, 

If  Drink  rock  not  his  Cradle. 

Mon.  were  welljrhe  General  were  put  in  mind  of  it  j 
Perhaps  he  fees  it  not;  or  his  good  Nature 
Praifes  the  Virtue  that  appears  in  Cajfio, 

And  looks  not  on  his  Evils:  is  not  this  true? 

Enter  Roderigo, 
lag.  How  now,  Roderigo, 

I pray  you  after  the  Lieutenant  go.  [Exit  Rod. 

Mon.  And  ’tis  great  pity,  that  the  noble  Moor 
Should  hazard  fuch  a place,  as  his  own  Second, 

With  one  of  an  ingraft  Infirmity  : 

It  were  an  honeft  A&ion  to  fay  fo  to  the  Moor. 

lag  Not  I,  for  this  fair  Ifland: 

I do  love  Cajfio  well,  and  would  do  much 
To  cure  him  of  this  Evib^fiaFkl  what  Noife? 

[Help,  help,  withinl 
Reenter  Caflio,  driving  in  Roderigo* 

Caf.  You  Roguei  you  RafcalJ 

Mon.  What’s  the  matter.  Lieutenant? 

Caf.  A Knave.Ljeach  me  my  Duty  l I’ll  beat  the 
Knave  into  a Twiggen  Bottle. 

Rod.  Beat  me| 

Caf.  Doft  thou  prate.  Rogue? 

Mon.  Nay,  good  Lieutenant  i^prajbSir^hold  your  Hand. 
Caf.  Let  me  go,  Sir,  or  I’ll  knock  you  o’er  theMaz- 
zard. 

Mon.  Come,  come,  you  are  drunk, 

Caf  Drunk?—™ 


[They  fight. 
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lag,  Away,I  fay,  goout,  and  cry  a Mutiny.  [Eat.  Rod. 

Nay, good  Lieutenant Alas,  Gentlemen,- — 

Help^hor— — Lieutenant.— — Sr  ,^loritanot'-^s=j- 
Help  Matters/  Tfere’s  a goodly  Watch,  indeedL—— 

Who’s  that  \thatrings  the  Bell?  Dtabrer- ItoJ 

[A  Bell  rings , 

The  Town  will  rife  ; fy,  fy,  Lieutenant, 

You  will  be  fham’d  for  ever. 

Enter  Othello,  and  Gentlemen  with  Weapons, 

Oth,  Whatjj  the  matter  here? 

Mon  I bleed  Bill,  lam  hurt,  to  Death,  [faints, 

Oth.  Hold, for  your  Lives. 

lag.  Hold,  hold.  Lieutenant— Sir— — Mwtatfo— — 
Gentlemen • 

Have  you  forgot  all  place  of  Senfe  and  Duty  ? 

The  General  fpeaks  to  you hold,  heW;  for  fliame/ 

Oth  Why, how  noi^  ho/  from  whence  arife&this? 
Are  we  turn’dlZ^rr;  and  to  our  felves  do  that 
"Which  zm,  forbid  the  Ottomitei ? 

For  Ci  iftian  Shame,  but  by  this  barbarous  Brawl; 

He  that  ftirs  next,  to  carve  lo^bis  own  Rage, 

Fields  his  Soul  light,*  he  dies  upon  his  Motion.  — 

Silence  that  dreadful  Bell,  it  frights  the  Ifle 
From  her  Propr lety  vl^hat  is  the  matter**'^*-*2^  ? 
Hon d\Iago,  that  look’d  dead  with  grieving. 

Speak,  who  began  this?  on  thy  Love, I charge  theei 
lag.  I do  not  know;JFriends  all  but  now,  even  now. 
In  Quarter,  and  :«n  Terms,  like  Bride  and  Groom, 

Divetting  them  to  Bed}  and  then, but  now 

fAs-it  lomo  Plancr-ba  ■‘■■un witted  Men) 

Swords  out,  and  tilting  one  at  othefs  Breatt, 

In  Oppofition  bloody.  I cannot  fpeak 
Any  beginning  to  this  peevifh  Odds; 

AndTwould,  in  Action  glorious,  I bad  loft 
Tbofe  Legs, that  brought  me  to  a part  of  it/ 

Oth ■ How  comes  it,  Michael , youVe  thus  forgot? 
Caf.  i pray  you  pardon  me,  I cannot  fpeak. 

Oth.  Worthy  Montano,  you  were  wont  be  civile 
The  Gravity  and  Stillnefs  of  your  Youth, 

The  World  hath  noted  j and  your  Name  is  great 

2 In 
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In  Mouths  of  wifefl  Cenfur'e.  What’s  the  matter, 

Tnat  yoii  unlace  your  Reputation  thus, 

And  fpsnd  your  rich  Opinion,  for  the  Name 
Of  a Night-brawler?  give  me  Anfwcr  tojr. 

Men.  Worthy  Othello,  I am  hurt  to  Danger: 

Your  Office^  Iago}  can  inform  you, — 

While  1 fpare  Speech,  which  fomething  now  offends  me, 
Of  all  that  I do  know;  nor  know  I aught 
By  me  that’s  faid  or  done  amifs  this  Night  ; 

Unlefs  Self-charity  be  fometimes  a Vice, 

And  to  defend  our  felves  it  be  a Sin, 

When  Violence  affails  us. 

Oth.  Mow  by  Heaven 
My  Blood  begins  my  fafer  Guides  to  rule; 

And  Paffion  having  my  beft  Judgment  ctfoltiid. 

Allays  to  lead  the  way:  ifj>nce  ^ flir, 

Or  do  but  lift  this  Arm,  the  befi:  of  you 
Shall  fink  in  my  Rebuke.  Give  me  to  know 
How  this  foul  Rout  began;  who  fet  it  on  ? 

And  he  that  is  approv'd  in  his  Offence, 

Tho*  he  bad  twinn’d  with  me,  both  at  a Birth, 

Shall  lofe  me.  ^.Whatfin  a Town  of  War, 

Yet  wild,  the  People’s  Hearts  brim-full  of  Fear, 

To  manage  private  and  domefiick  Quarrels  ? 

In  Night,  and  cn  the  Court  GuarcT^^Safety  ? 

*Tis  monflrous.^SKit,  Iago,  who  began! 

Mon.  If  partially  affign’d,  or  leagu’d  in  Office, 

Thou  dofi  deliver  more  or  lefs  than  Truth, 

Thou  art  no  Soldier. 

lag.  Touch  me  not  fo  near: 

I had  rather  have  this  Tongue  cut  from  my  Mouth, 
Than  it  fhould  do  offence  to  Michael  CaJJio  > 

YetjJ  perfuade  myTelf,  to  fpeak  the  Truth 
Shair nothing  wrong  him. ^.Thus^fis,  General; 

1 Montano  and  my-felf,  being  in  Speech, 

There  comes  a Fcl’ow,  crying  cut  for  Help; 

And  CaJJio  following  with  determin’d  Sword, 

To  execute  upon  him.  Sir,  this  Gentleman 
Steps  in  to  CaJJio,  and  intreats  his  Paufe: 

Ivfyjfelf  the  crying  Feiiow  did  purfue, 

D Left 


- 


38  Othello,  the  Moor  of  Venice. 

Leil,by  his  Clamour^  as  it  ft  fell  out) 

The  Town  might  fall  in  Fright:  he,fwift  of  Foot, 
Out-ran  my  Purpofe  ; I return’d  the  rather. 

For  that  I heard  the  Clink  and  Fall  of  Swords  r 
And  CaJJio  high  in  Oath;  which^ till  to-Night 
1 ne’er  might  fay  before.  When  I came  back, 

^Fcr  this  was  brief}  I found  them  clofe  together, 

At  Blow  and  Thruft;  even  as  ag4p  they  were. 

When  you  your-felf  did  part  them. 

More  of  this  Matter  can  I not  report. 

But  Men  are  Men,  the  heft  fometimes  forget : 

Tho? CaJJio  did  fome  little  wrong  to  him,. — 

As  Men  in  Rage  ftrike  thofe  that  wifh  them  beft-r — 
"Vet,  fur  el  y^CaJJio,  I believeyeceiv’d. 

From  him  that  fled^fome  ftrange  Indignity, 

Which  Patience  could  not  pafs. 

Oib.  I know,  lagOy 

Thy  Honefty  and  Love  doth  mince  this  matter, 

Making  it  light  to  CaJJio.  CaJJio , I love  thee  j 
But  never  more  be  Officer  of  mine. — 

f fcoTiliyif  my-  gentle  Love  be- not  rais’d-uft: 

c F»fgrOdTdcmoBfli  with  rtkon, 
kpil  make  thee  airExarnpic: 
c- — g^-What^-thcmatte^  t 

£ — 0^77-All  ^snweHrSvTteLiug : 

^Comu  away  iu  Sir,  for  your  Hurts 

My  felf  will  be  your  Surgeon  j lead  him  off: 
lago,  look  with  Care  about  the  Town, 

And  filence  thofe  whom  this  vile  Brawl  diftra&ed. 

1 1 a, Di fkwomt ; ’(is  tfar’SuldiePs  Lit?,  ^ 

* Tcrhuve  tfteir -betroy  S 'umbers  w^k’d  WittTSuifer 

[Exessnt  Moor,* *  Dtfdemo^  and  Attendants . 
lag.  What, are  you  hurt,  Lieutenant? 

Caf.  Ay,  paft  all  Surgery.  j 

lag.  Mggy  Heaven  forbid.  . 

Caf.  Reputation,  ReputaticnJ^  O I have  loft  my 
Reputation ! SAj 

I have  loft  the  immortal  par^of  myself. 

And  what  remains  is  beftial-^Jfy  Reputation, 
lago,  my  Reputation!  ■■■—■  -■ 
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lag . As  I am  an  honeft  Man,  I thought  you  had  re- 
ceiv'd fome  bodily  Wound;  there  is  mor 
that  than  in  Reputations  Reputation  is  an  idle  and  mod 
falfe  Imputation;  ofc^  got  without  Merit,  and  loft  with- 
out Deferving  : You  have  loft  no  Reputation  at  all,  un- 
lefs  you  repute  your-felf  fuch  a Lofer.  What,  Man!— 
there  are  ways  to  recover  the  Genera!  agdi:  you  are 
but  now  caft  in  his  Mood,  a Punifhment  more  in  Poli- 
cy than  in  Malice;  even  fo,  as  one  would  beat  his  of- 
fencelefs  Dog,  to  affright  an  imperious  Lion:  fue  to 
him  again,  and  he's  yours. 

Caf.  I will  rather  fue  to  be  defpis’d,  than  to  deceive 
fo  good  a Commander,  with  fo  flight,  fo  drunken,  and 
indifcreet  an  Officer.  Drunk?  and  fpeak  parrot  ? and 
fquabble,  fwagger,  fwear?  and  difcourfe  Fuftian  with 
one’s  own  Shadow  ? O thou  inviflble  Spirit  of  Wine! 
if  thou  haft  no 'Name  to  be  known  by,  let  us  call  thee 
Devil. 

lag.  What  was  he  that  you  followed  with  your  Sword  ? 
What  had  he  done  to  you? 

Caf.  I know  nor. 

lag.  Is*it  poflible? 

Caf  I remember  a Mafs  of  things,  but  nothing  dif- 
tindlly;  a Quarrel,  but  nothing  wherefore.  O that  Men 
fliould  put  an  Enemy  in  their  Mouths,  to  fteal  away 
their  Brains^  that  we  fhould  with  Joy,  Pleatyufe,  Re- 
vel, and  Applaufe,  transform  ourffelves  into  BeaiW 

lag.  Why,  but  you  are  now  well  enough:  how  came 
you  thus  recovered  ? 

Caf.  It  hath  pleas’d  the  Devil,  Drunkennefs,  to  give 
place  to  the  Devil,Wrath;  one  Unperfe&nefs  (Lews  me 
another,  to  make  me  frankly  defpife  mjr-felf. 

lag.  Come,  you  are  too  fevere  a Moraljer;  as  the 
Time,  the  Place,  and  the  Condition  of  this  Country  ftands, 
I could  heartily  wiffi  this  had  not  befaltc^bu^fiuce  it  is 
as  it  is,  mend  it  for  your  own  good.  ' 

Caf.  I will  ask  him  for  my  place  again;  he  ffiall  tell 
me,i  am  a Drunkard had  I as  many  Mouths  as  Hydra, 
fuch  an  Anfwer  would  ftop  them  all.  To  be  now  a fen- 
D 2 Able 
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fible  Man,  and  by-and^y  a Fool,  and  prefcntly  a Beall ! every 
inordinate  Cup  is  unbleff^  and  the  Ingredient  is  a Devil. 

lag . Come,  come,  good  Wine  is  a good  familiar 
Creature,  if  it  be  well  us’d ; exclaim  no  more  againft  j 
itTv^nd,  good  Lieutenant,  I think  you  think  I love  vou. 
Caf  I have  well  approv’d  it,  Sir. — — *1  drunk  f 
lag.  You,  o7^any  Man  iiving^may  be  drunk  at  fome 
time,  Manr  I^cell  you  what  you  fhal!  do:  Our  Gene- 
ral’s Wife  is  now  the  GcneralgvJ  may-fay  fo  in  fhrr-rc- 
•uwU? — far  that  he  hac  dcvoted-and  gmui  ujHiiuiillf  to 
tUag  CfiBtrmplirioni  Mink 'and  Dcvctcmcnt-pf’  hcr-PartS' 
and  ehygeo.  Confefs  your-felf  freely  to  her?  importune 
herjnefp  ro  put  you  inK*  your  place  again : fhe  is  of  fo 
fred^  fo  kind,  fo  apt,  fo  bleffed  a difpofition,  that  fhe 
holds  it  a Vice  in  her  Goodnefs,  not  to  do  more  than 
flie  is  requefted.  ‘This  broken  Joint,  between  you  and 

* her  Husband,  intreat  her  to  fplinter;  and^my  Fortunes 
4 againft  any  lay  worth  naming,  this  crack  of  your  Low 
c fhall  grow  ftronger  than^cwas  before.* 

Caf.  You  advife  me  well. 

lag.  I proteft^in  the  Sincerity  of  Love  and  honeft 
Kindnefs. 

Caf.  I think  it  freely;  and,  betimes  in  the  Morning^ 
will  befeech  the  virtuous  Defdemona  to  undertake  for  me* 

1 am  defperate  of  my  Fortunes  if  they  check  me. 

lag.  You  are  in  the  righfr 
Good  night.  Lieutenant;  I mull  to  the  watch. 

Caf  Good  night,  honeft  lago.  [Exit, 

lag.  And  what’s  he^then^that  fays  I play  the  Villain? 
When  this  Advice  is  free,I  give^and  honeft. 

Likely  to  thinking,  and  indeed  the  Courfe 
To  win  the  Moor  agdfi?  ‘For  ’tis  mod  eafy 
cThe  inclining  Defdemona  to  fubdue 

* In  any  honeft  fuit;  fhe’s  fram’d  as  fruitful 
l As  the  free  Elements.  And  then  for  her 

cTo  win  the  Moor.^vere’t  to  renounce  his  Baptifm, 

*All  Seals  and  Symbols  of  redeemed  Sin, . 

* His  Soul  is  fo  (Enfetter’d  to  her  Love, 
c That  fhe  may  make,  unmake,  do  what  fhe  lift. 


Even 
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Rvcn  an  her  Appetite  (liaU^flytbe-God- 
With  his  weak  Fun&ionr^SnCl  then  a Villain, 

To  counfel  CaJJio  to  this  parallel  Courfe, 

Dire&ly  to  his  Good  ? 'Tiirfefelfa  Divinity  / 

When  Devils  will  their  blacked  Sins  put  on. 

They  do  fugged,  at  firft.with  heavenly  Shews, 

As  I do  now.  For^wnile  this  honed  Fool 
Plies  Defdemona  to  repair  his  Fortunes, 

And  fhe  tor  him  pleads  drongly  to  the  Moorr 
1*11  pour  this  Pedilence  into  his  Ear, — / / 

That  fhe  repels  him  for  her  Body^s=fcSlL: ^ 
Anc^by  how  much  fhe  drives  to  do  him  good. 

She  fhall  undo  her  Credit  with  the  Moor. 

So  will  I turn  her  Virtue  into  Pitch; 

And^out  of  her  own  Goodnefs,  make  the  Net, 

That  fhall  enmefli  them  all. 


How  now  Roderigo ? 

Rod . I follow  here  in  the  Chafe,  not  like  a Hound 
that  hunts,  but  one  that  fills  up  theCryr  My  Money  is 
aimod  fpent;  I have  been  to  Night  exceedingly  well 
cudgelld  ; and  I think  the  IfTiie  will  be,  J fhall  have  fb 
much  Experience  for  my  Pains;  and,fo,with  no  Money 
at  all,  and  a little  more  Wit,  return  again  to  Venice. 

lag.  How  poor  are  they,  that  have  not  Patience  ? 
What  Wound  did  ever  heal, but  by  degrees? 

Thou  know’d  we  work  by  Wit,  and  not  by  Witchcraft* 
And  Wit  depends  on  dilatory  Timer 
Does't  not  go  well  ? CaJJio  hajfe'beaten  thee, 

And  thou,  by  that  fmall  Hurt,  ba$fc  cafhier’d  CaJJio. 
Thai*  other  things  grow  fair  againd  the  Sun, 

Yet  Fruits  that  blofTom  fird,  will  fir  ft  be  ripe: 

Content  thy-feif  a while.^In  Troth  ’tis  Mornings 
Pleafure  and  Acftion  make  the  Hours  feem  fhort. 

Retire  thee;  go  where  thou  art  billetted : 

Away  I fay?  thou  fhalt  know  more  hereafter.  [Exit  Rod* 

Nay^get  thee  gone:  Two  things  are  to  be  done; 

My  Wife  mud  move  for  CaJJio  to  her  Midrefs: 


Enter  Roderigo. 


I'll  fet  her  onjto  draw  the  Moor  apart, 

— * “ * n 


And 
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And  bring  him  jump,  when  he  may  Cajfio  find 
Soliciting  his  Wife.  Ay,  that’s  the  way  : 

Dull  not  Device  by  Coidnefs  and  Delay.  {Exit, 


yh  .Vt  A 


ACT  III.  SCENE  I. 

Etitti  Caflio  with  MafldaffT. 


Afiers  play  here,  I will  content  your  Pains, 
Something  that’s  brief,  and  bid  good  mor- 
row\General.  [ They  play,  and  a Clown  enters. 

Clo.  Wwv  Mailers,  have  your  lnftruments  been  at 
Naples,  that  tshey  fpeak  i’th*  Nofe  thus  ? 

Muf.  How  Sur,  how? 

Clo.  Are  thefe\I  pray  you,  Wind-Inftrumcnts  ? 

Muj \ Ay  marry\re  they.  Sir. 

Clo.  O thereby  hangs  a Tail. 

Mt*f.  Whereby  hangs,  a Tail,  Sir? 

Clo.  Marry  Sir,  by  many  a Wind-Infirument  that  l 
know.  But  Matters,  hercKs  Money  for  you  $ and  the 
General  fo  likes  your  Mufick.  that  he  defires  you  for 
Love’s  fake,  to  make  no  Noiik.  with  it. 

Muf.  Well  Sir,  we  will  nor. 

Clo . If  you  have  any  Mufick  tl 
to’c  again  5 Jbut  as  they  fay,  to  hear 
does  not  greatly  care. 

Muf.  We  have  none  fuch,  Sir* 

Clo.  Then  put  up  ycur  Pipes  in  yobr  Bag,  for  I’ll 
away;  go  vanitti  into  Air,  away.  Mufaians, 

Caf.  Doft  thou  hear,  my  honeft  Friend?' 

Clo.  No,  I hear  not  your  honeft  Friend,  \hear  you. 

Caf.  Prithee  keep  up  thy  Quillets,  there’s^  a poor 
Piece  of  Gold  for  thee:  If  the  Gentlewoman  Vbat  at- 
tends the  Generals  Wife  be  ftirring,  tell  her  \here’s 
one  CaJJio  entreats  of  her  a little  Favour  of  Speech. 
Wilt  thou  do  this  ? 


may  not  be  heard, 
'ufick,  the  General 


Clo, 
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•Gk.  She  it  ftirring,  Sir  3 -i-f  foe- will  flir-hither,  I flutf 
to  notify  unto  her.  [ Exit  Clown. 

■ Enter  Iago. 

Ca/yDo,  my  good  Friend : In  happy  time,  Iago. 
lag.  r>^u  have  not  been  a-bed  then  ? 

Caf.  Wfiyno,  the  Day  had  broke  before  we  parted. 

I have  made\pld  to  fend  in  to  your  Wife  > 

My  fuit  is,  thatsjhe  will  to  Defdemona 
Procure  me  fom<rAccefs. 

lag.  I'll  fend  hento  you  prefently. 

And  I’ll  devife  a mea\  to  draw  the  Moor 
Out  of  the  way,  that  ypur  Convcrfe  and  Bufinefs 

[Exit. 


for’t:  I never  knew 
honeft. 
iiia. 

ieutenant,  I am  forry 
fare  be  well, 
of  it, 

e Moor  replies, 
in  Cyprus, 
lom 


From 


talking 


Fame 


May  be  more  free. 

Caf.  I humbly  thank 
A Florentine  more  kind  and> 

Enter 

Em.  Good  morrow,  good 
For  your  Difpleafure,  but  all 
The  General  and  his  Wife  are 
And  fhe  fpeaks  for  you  ftoutiy: 

That  he  you  hurt  is  of  great 
And  great  Affinity,  and  that  in 

He  might  not  but  refufe  you  : but  he  pV^tefts  he  loves  you, 
And  needs  no  other  Suitor  but  his 
To  take  the  fafeft  Occafion  by  the 
To  bring  you  in  again. 

Caf  Yet  I befeech  you, 

If  you  think  fit,  or  that  it  maybe  done, 

Give  me  Advantage  of  feme  brief  Dircon^ 

With  Defiemona  alone. 

Em.  Pray  you  come  in, 

I will  beftow  you  where  you  fhall  have  time 
To  fpeak  your  Bofom  freely. 

Caf  I am  much  bound  to  you.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Othello,  Iago,  and  other  Gentlemen. 

Oth.  Thefe  Letters  give,  Iago , to  the  Pilot, 

And  by  him  do  my  Duties  to  the  Senate : 

That  done,  I will  be  walking  on  the  Works, 

Repair  there  to  me. 


lag. 
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Jag.  My  good  Lord,  Til  do’t. 

Otb.  This  Fortification,  Gentlemen,  (hall  we  fee’t? 

HI  .Cent  Well  wait  upon  your  Lui'dfhip. — [petmt. 

. Enter  Defdemona,  Cafiio,  and  Emilia. 

sf-  T>ef  Be  thou  alfur’d,  good  Cajfio,  I will  do 

£*£*-* ; All  my  Abilities  in  thy  behalf. 

.-2^*-.  Em.  Good  Madam,do;  lknow  it  grieves  my  Husband, 

As  if  the  Caufe  were  his. 

Def.  O,  that’s  an  honed  Fellow  redoubt  not,  CaJJb , 
But  I will  have  my  Lord  and  you  again 
As  friendly  as  you  were. 

Caf.  Mad  bounteous  Madam, 

Whatever  (hall  become  of  Michael  Cajfio, 

He’s  never  any  thing  but  your  true  Servant. 

Def.  fcnriw’t,  1 thank  you;  you  do  love  my  Lord-; 
You^e  known  him  long;  and^be  you  well  afiur’d. 

He  fhal^in  drangenels,  (land  no  farther  off. 

Than  in  a politick  diftance. 

Caf.  Ay,  but  Lady. 

That  Policy  may  either  lad  fo  long, 

Or  feed  upon  fuch  nice  and  waterifh  Diet, 

Or  breed  itTelf  fo  out  of  Circumdance/, 

That, I, being  abfent,  and  my  Place  fupplj^d. 

My  General  will  forget  my  Love  and  Service. 

Def.  Do  not  doubt  that:  before  Emilia^ here, 

I give  thee  warrant  of  tby  Place : aflure  thee. 

If  I do  vow  a Friendfliip,  I’ll  perform  it 
To  the  lad  Article:  my  Lord  (hall  never  red; 

I’ll  watch  him  tame,  and  talk  him  out  of  Patience  j 
Ilis  bod  (hall  feem-a  Scheolr-his  Board-  a-Shrif-t, 

I’ll  intermingle  every  thing  he  does 

With  Cajfio* s Suit.  Therefore, be  merry,  Cajfio, 

For  th;  Sollicitor  (hall  rather  die, 

Than  give  thy  Caufe  away. 

Enter  Othello,  and  lago. 

Em,  Madam,  here  comes  my  Lord. 

Caf  Madam,  I’ll  take  my  leave. 

Def.  Ttftfy,  day,  and  hear  me  fpeak. 

Caf.  Madam,  not  now;  Ijjri  very  ill  at  eaic, 

Unfit  for  mine  own  Purpofes. 
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Def.  Weil,  do  your  Difcretion.  [Exit  Caflio. 

lag.  Haj  I like  nor  that. 

Otb.  What  doft  thou  fay? 

lag.  Nothing^  my  Lord;  o^if — —I  know  not  what, 
Olh.  Was  not  that  CaJJio  parted  from  my  Wife? 
lag.  CaJJtOy  mv  Lord?  no,fure,  I cannot  think  it. 
That  he  would  fleal  away  fo  guilty-like, 

Seeing  you  coming. 

Oth.  nnelieve/twas  he. 

Def  How  now,  my  Lord? 

I have  been  talking  with  a Suitor  here, 

A Man  that  languifhes  in  your  Difpleafure. 

Oth.  Who  is’t,you  mean? 

Def  Why,  your  Lieutenant  Caffio,  Good  my  Lord, 
If  I have  any  Grace, or  Power  to  move  you, 

His  prefent  Reconciliation  take; 

For,if  he  be  not  one  that  truly  loves  you. 

That  errs  in  Ignorance,  and  not  in  Cunning, 

I have  no  Judgment  in  an  honeft  Face. 

I pijthee  call  him  back. 

Oth.  Went  he  hence  now? 

Def. /4jaf,footh;  fo  humbled, 

That  he  has  left  part  of  his  Grief  with  me; 
fuffer  with  himr  good  Love,  call  him  back. 

Oth.  Not  now,  fweet  Defdemona ; fome  other  time, 
Def.  But  fhall’t  be  fhortly? 

Oth.  The  fooner.  Sweet,  for  you. 

Def  Shall’t  be  to-night  at  Supper? 

Oth.  No,  not  to-night. 

Def  To-morrow  Dinner, then  ? 

Oth.  I fhall  not  dine  at  home; 

I meet  the  Captains  at  the  Citadel. 

Def.  Why  then,  to -morrow  night;  or  Tuefday  morn; 
Or^jTueiclay  noon,  or  night;  or  Wednefday  morn.  _ 

I prithee  name  the  timej^byt  let  it  not 
Exceed  three  Days  I'lstSThi rs  penitent; 

And  yet  his  Trefpafs^in  our  common  Reafon, 

(Save  thayhey  fay,  the  Wars  muft  make  Examples 
Out  of  th^beft)  is  not  almoft  a Fault, 

To  incur  a private  Check:  when  fhall  he  come? 


Tell 
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Teil  me,  Othello ? I wonder  in  my  Sou!, 

What  you  faould  ask  me,  that  ijaould  deny?- 
Or  ftand  To  mamm’ring  on'NWhatj  Michael  CaJJio 
That  came  a wooing  with  you;  and^many  a time. 
When  I have  fpoke  of  you  difpraifingly, 

Hath  ta’en  your  part;  to  have  fo  much  to  do 

To  bring  him  in*  Truft  me,  I could  do  much — 

Oth.  Fr^thee  no  more,  let  him  come  when  he  will; 

I will  deny  thee  nothing. 

Def.  Why, this  is  not  a Boon: 

’Tis  as  I fhould  intreat  y^uwear  your  Gloves, 

Or  feed  on  nourifhing  M-eats,  or  ke^p  you  warm  > 

Or  fue  to  you  to  do  peculiar  Profit 

To  your  own  Perfon.  Nay,  when  I have^Suit* 

Wherein  I mean  to  touch  your  Love  indeed, 

It  (hall  be  full  of  Poi&  and  Difficulty, 

And  fearful  to  be  granted. 

Oth.  I will  deny  thee  nothing: 

Whereon, I do  befeech  thee, grant  me  this, 

To  leave  me  but  a little  to  my  felf. 

Def.  Shall  I deny  you?  no:  farewel, mvLord. 

Oth.  Farewel,  my  Defdemonct j fJTT co n^ltra - 
Def.  Emilia,  come;JBe^as  your  Fancies  teach  you : 
Whate’er  you  be,  I am  obedient.  [Ex.  Def.  and  Em. 

Oth.  Excellent  Wretch!  Perdition  catch  my  Soul  ! 

Eut  I do  love  theej  and,  when  I love  thee  not, 

Chaos  is  come  again. 

lag.  My  noble  Lord, 

Oth.  What  doft  thou  fay,  lago  ? 
lag.  Did  Michael  Cajfio , when  you  woo’d  my  Lady, 
Know  of  your  Love? 

Oth.  He  did^from  firft  to  laft:  Why  doft  thou  ask?" 
lag.  But  for  a Satisfaction  of  my  thought; 

No  further  harm. 

Oth.  Why  of  thy  thought,  lago? 

lag.  I did  not  think  he  had  been  acquainted  with  /iej 

Oth.  O yes;  and  went  between  us  very  oft.  * 

lag.  Indeed ! 

Oth.  Indeed ! ay^  indeed  :3)ifcern’ft  thou  ^ught  in  that  ? 
Is  he  not  honeft? 

lag. 
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1 lag.  Honeft,  my  Lord! 

I*  Oth.  Honeft ! ay  honeft. 

lag.  My  Lord,  for  ^.ught  I know. 

I Oth.  What  doft  thou  think? 
lag.  ThinkJ  my  Lord*! 

Oth  Think,  my  Lord  ! why  doft  thou  ec^ho  me. 

As  if  there  were  fame  Monfter  in  thy  Thought, 

Too  hideous  to  be  fhown.,  Thou  doft  mean  fomethingr-— 

I heard  thee  fay  but  now,  thou  Iik’ft  not  that  — • 

When  Cajfio  left  my  Wife.  What  didlt  not  like? 

And>when  I told  thee,  he  was  of  my  Counfel 

In  my  whole  courfe  of  Wooing,  thou  cry’dft,  Indeed’! 

And  didft  contract  and  purfe  tby  Brow  together. 

As  if  thou  then  hadft  fhut  up  in  thy  Brain 
Some  horrible  Conceit : If  thou  doft  love  me. 

Shew  me  thy  thought. 

lag.  My  Lord,  you  know  I love  you. 

Oth.  I think  thou  doft, 

And,  for  I know  though  full  of  Love  and  Honefty, 

And  weigh’ft  rhy  Words  before  thou  giv’ft^Tm  breath, 

Therefore  thefe  Stops  of  thine  fright  me  the  more: 

For  fuch  things,  in  a falfe  difloyal  Knave, 

Are  Tricks  of  cuftom  j but,  in  a Man  that’s  juft, 

Theyje  clofe  Denotements,  working  from  the  Heart, 

That  Paffion  cannot  rule. 

lag.  For  Michael  Cajfio, 

I dare  be  fworn,^.  think  that  he  is  honeft. 

Oth.  I think  fo  too. 

lag.  Men  fhould  be  what  they  feem : 

Or,thofe  that  be  not,  would  they  might  feem  none/ 

Oth.  Certain,  Men  fhould  be  what  they  feem. 

! lag , Why  then,  I think  CaJfiSs  an  honeft  Man. 

Oth.  Nay,  yet  there’s  more  in  this : 

I pray  thee  fpeak  to  me,  as  to  thy  Thinkings, 

As  thou  doft  ruminate,*  and  give  thy  worft  of  Thoughts 
The  worft  of  Words* 

lag.  Good  my  Lord,  pardon  me: 

Tho*  I am  bound  to  every  Adb  of  Duty, 

I am  not  bound  to  that  ail  Slaves  are  free  to^- 

Utcer  my  Thoughts'!  — — Why,  fay,they5re  vile  and  falfe;  — . 

Ag 
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As  where’s  that  Palace^whereinto  foul  things 
Some  times  intrude  not  ? Who  has  a Bead  fo  pure. 

But  fome  uncleanly  Apprehenfions 
Keep  Leets  and  Law-days,  and  in  Stfiion  fit 
With  Meditations  lawful? 

Otb.  Thou  doft  confpire  againd  thy  Friend,  Iago, 

If  thou  but  think’d  him  wrong’d,  and  maksihis  Ear 
A Stranger  to  thy  Thoughts.. 

I do  befeech  you,  - — 
perchance^am  vicious  in  my  Guefs, 
onfefs,  it  is  my  Nature’s  Plague/ 

To  fpy  into  Abufe$.  and^oft^my  Jcaloufy 
Shapes  Faults  that  are  not)  I intreat  you  then. 

From  one  that  fb  imperfectly,  connects, 

You^  ~woiT  d^orburl  3 yourfelf  a Trouble 

Out  of  fcattering  and  unfure  Obfervance:  — . 

It  were  not  for  your  Quiet,  nor  your  Good, 

Nor  for  my  Manhood,  Honefty,  and-  Wifdom, 

To  let  you  know  my  Thoughts. 

Otb.  What  dod  thou  mean?  / 

lag.  Good  Nam^in  Man  and  Woman,  my  dear  Lord, 

Is  the  immediate  Jewel  of  their  Souls  : 

.Who  deals  my  Purfe,  deals  Trafhj  ’tis  fomething,  no- 
thing ; 

’Twas  mine,  ’tis  his,  and  has  been  Slave  to  thoufands: 
But  he  that  filches  from  me  my  good  Name, 

Robs  me  of  that  which  not  enriches  him, 

And  makes  me  poor  indeed. 

Otb.  I’ll  know  thy  Thoughts— 

lag . You  cannot^if  my  Heart  were  in  your  Hand;  j 
Nor  fhall  not,  whild  ’tis  in  my  Cudody. 

Otb . Ha! 

lag.  0/  beware,  my  Lord,  of  Jealoufy; 

It  is  a green-ey’d  Monder,  which  doth  mock 
The  Meat.it  feeds  on:  That  Guekold  imu  in  Dtififr 
Who-CK/taw-^/  Fiji  Fato-lovu  nor  IjferWuimgu1 : 
Jkuloh,'  what  sS^^MMmutes  tells  he  o’er, 

Who  dotes,  yet  doubts;  fulpedts,  yet  drongly  loves! 
Otb.  O Mifery ! 

lag,  \ 
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Iago. 
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lag.  Poor  and  content  is  rich,  and  rich  enough  ; 
Bur  Riche^T^^'efs^is  as  poor  as  Winter, 

To  h;m  that  ever  fears  he  fliali  be  poor. 

Good  Heaven,  the  Souls  of  ail  my  Tribe  defend 
From  Jea'oufy. 

Oth.  Why?  why  is  this? 

Thinkft  thou  I’d  make  a Life  of  Jealoufy  ? 

To  follow  ftill  the  Changes  of  the  Moon 
With  frefh  Su/picions  ? No;  to  be  once  in  doubt, 
Tit-change  me  for-a-Goat, 
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Is^once  to  be  refolv’d 


To  fucit-eytifflieate  and  blown  Surmifcs, 

Mot  oh  mg'  my  inference  5 ?Tis  not  to  make  me  jealous. 
To  fayjmy  Wife  is  fair,  feeds  well,  loves  Company, 
Is  free  of  Speech,  lings,  plays,  and  dances  well} 

Where  Virtue  is,  thefe  are  moll  virtuous. 

Nor  from  my  own  weak  Merits  will  I draw 
The  fmalleft  Feasor  Doubt  of  her  Revolt, 

For  flae  had  Eyes,  and  chofe  me.  No,  lago> 

I’ll  fee  before  I doubt ; when  I doubt,  prove: 

Andjon  the  proof,  there  is  no  more  but  this. 

Away  at  once  with  Love  or  Jealoufy. 

lag.  I’m  glad  of  this 5 for.now,  I fhall  have  reafon 
To  fhew  the  Love  and  Duty  that  I bear  you. 

With  franker  Spirit:  therefore, as  ljh  bound, 

Receive  it  from  me.  I fpeak  not  yet  of  Proof. 

Look  to  your  Wife;  obferve  her  well  with  Cajfioi 
Wear  your  Eye^thus;  not  jealous,  nor  fecure# 

I would  not  have  your  free  and  noble  Nature, 

Out  of  felf-Bounty  be  abus’d  3 look  to’t. 

I know  our  Country  Difpofition  well; 

In  Venice  they  do  let  Heaven  fee  the  Pranks 

They  dare  not  fhew  their  Husbands : their  bed  confciencfl 

Is  not  to  leavfe.  undone,  but  keep^  unknown. 

Oth.  Dcfft  thou  fay  fo  ? 

lag.  She  did  deceive  her  Father,  marrying  you: 
And.when  Hie  feem’d  to  (hake  and  fear  your  Looks, 
She  lov’d  them  moft. 

Oth.  And  fo  fhe  did. 
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Iag.AGo  to,  then ; 

She  that^fo  young;cou!d  give  out  fuch  a feeming. 

To  feal  her  Father’s  Eyes  up,  clofe  as  Oak 

He  thought  ’twas  Witchcraft— But  I am  much  to  blame 
I humbly  do  befeech  you  of  your  Pardon, 

For  too  much  loving  you. 

Oth.  I am  bound  to  thee  for  ever. 

lag.  I fee  this  has  a little  daihtfyour  Spirits. 

Oth . Not  a jot,  not  a jot. 
lag.  Trufl  me,  I fear  it  has: 

I hope^you  will  confider,  what  is  fpoke 
Comes  from  my  Love:  .But  I do  fee  you^e  mov’d—— 
I am  to  pray  you  not  to  ftrain  my  Speech 
Togrofler  Iflues,  nor  to  larger  Reach, 

,Than  to  Sufpicion. 

Oth.  I will  not. 

lag.  Should  you  do  fo,  my  Lord, 

My  Speech  would  fall  into  fuch  vile  Succefs, 

As  my  Thoughts  aim  not  at 'rCaflio's  my  worthy  Friend, 
My  Lord,  I fee  you’re  mov’d. 

Oth.  No,  not  much  mov’d, 

I do  not  thin k^  but  Defdemona’s  honeft. 

lag . Long  live  (he  foj  and  long  live  you  to  think  foj 
Oth.  And  yet,  how  Nature  erring  from  it  felf— 
lag.  Ay,  there’s  the  point — as  (to  be  bold  with  you) 
Nor  to  affe£t  many  propofed  Matches^ 

Of  her  own  Clime,  Comple&ion,  and  Degree, 

Whereto, we  fee,in  all  things  Nature  tends : 

Fob]  one  may  fmell,in  fuch,  a Will  moft  rank, 

Foul  Difproportion/,  Thoughts  unnatural.  — 

But  pardon  me : I do  not  in  pofition 
DiftincHy  fpeak  of  her,*  tho’  I may  fear 
Her  Will, recoiling  to  her  better  Judgment, 

May  fall  to  match  you  with  her  Country  Forms, 

And,  haply,  fo  repent.  . 

Oth.  Farewel,  farewel;|Tf  more 
Thou  doll  perceive,  let  me  know  moreildct  on 
Thy  Wife  to  obferve : leave  me,  Iago . ' 

lag*  My  Lord,  I take  my  leave.  [Going". 

Oth . 
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0/6.  Why  did  I marry  ? JThis  honed  Creatur^doubdefs, 
Sees,  and  knows  more,  much  more,than  he  unfolds, 
lag.  My  Lord,  I would  I might  intreat  your  Honour 
To  lean  this  thing  no  farther,-  leave  it  to  Time* 

Altho'  'tis  fit  that  Cnjfio  have  his  place, 

(For,fure,he  fills  it  up  with  great  Ability) 

Yetjif  you  pleafe  to  put  him  off  a while. 

You  fliall  by  that  perceive  him  and  his  Means, 

Note,  if  your  Lady  drain  his  Entertainment 
With  any  drong  or  vehement  Importunity* 

Much  wili  be  feen  in  that : Tn  the  mean  time. 

Let  me  be  thought  too  bufy  in jpy  Fears, 

(As  worthy  caufe  I have,  to  fearj  am) 

And  hold  her  free,  I do  befeech  your  Honour. 

Oth.  Fear  not  my  Government. 

lag.  I once  more  take  my  leave.  £ Exit . 

Oth.  This  Fellow’s  of  exceeding  honedy. 

And  knows  all  Qualities  with  a learned  Spirit 
Of  human  Dealings.  If  Improve  her  haggard, 

Tho’  that  her  Jeffes  were  my  dear  Heart-drings, 

I’d  whidle  her  off,  and  let  her  down  the  Wind, 

To  prey  at  Fortune.  Hap{y,  for  I am  black, 

And  have  not  thofe  foft  Parts  of  Converfation, 

That  Chamberers  have*  or, for  I am  declin’d 
Into  the  Vale  of  Years  j^yet  that’s  not  much.  — 

She’s  gone?  I am  abus’d;  and  my  Relief 
Mud  beAto  loath  herr^O  the  curfe  of  Marriage, 

That  we  can  call  thefe  delicate  Creatures  ours. 

And  not  their  Appetites!  I had  rather  be  a Toad, 

And  live  upon  the  Vapour  of  a Dungeon, 

Than  keep  a Corner  in  the  Thing  I love, 

For  others’ufes,'%i£-~frre--the  Plague-of-great  ongsf 
Pperegativ’d  ^ro  they  iefa  than_th£-lbaffrr- 
*Tr>  DLftiny-unfhunn&blc,  like  Deallr. 

Even  t-hun  -this  forked  Fkgue-is_iated  t-e-  us 
When  we- do  quicken-.  Befiemontt  comes; 

If  fhe  be  falfe,  'Sahen  Hsreea.  mocks  it  felf! 

1*11  not  believe  it. 
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Btfcr  Defdemona  #?;</  Emilia. 

Def  Fdow  now,  my  dear  Othello? 

Your  Dinner,  and  the  generous  Iflanders 
By  you  invited,  do  attend  your  Prefence, 

Oth.  I am  to  blame. 

Def.  Why  is  your  Speech  fo  faint?  are  you  not  well? 

Oth.  I have  a Pain  upon  my  Forehead  here. 

Def.  Why,  that’s  with  watching;  'twill  away  again* 
Let  me  but  bind  it  hard,  within  this  Hour 
It  will  be  well. 

Oth . Your  Napkin  is  too  little : 

[She  drops  her  Handkerchief, 
Let  it  aloner  /ome,ril  go  in  with  you. 

Def.  I am  very  lorry  that  you  are  not  well. 

[ Exeunt  Oth.  and  Def. 

Em.  Pfc  glad  I have  found  this  Napkin. 

This  was  her  firft  Remembrance  from  the  Moor*- 
My  way-ward  Husband  hath  a hundred  times 
Woo’d  me  to  fteal  it;  but  fhe  fo  loves  the  Token, 

(For  he  conjur’d  her  fhe  fhould  ever  keep  it) 

That  fhe  referves  it  ever  more  about  her, 

To  kifs  and  talk  to.  I’ll  have  the  Work  ta’en  out, 

And  giv*t  /4£0;|V?hat  he’ll  do  with  it,  - 
Heaven  lenows,  not  I : 

I nothing^but  to  pleafe  his  Fantafy. 

Enter  I ago. 

Jag.  How  now / what  do  you  here  alone  ? 

Em.  Do  not  you  chide;  I have  a thing  for  you. 

Jag.  A thing  for  me!  it  is  a common  thing 

Em.  Ha! 

lag.  To  have  a foolifh  Wife. 

Em.  0,is  that  all?  What  will  you  give  me  now 
For  that  fame  Handkerchief  ? 

lag.  What  Handkerchief? 

Em.  What  Handkerchief! 

Why^that  the  Moor  firft  gave  to  Defdemona; 

That  which  fo  often  you  did  bid  me  fteal. 

lag.  Haft  ftoln  it  from  her  ? 

Em.  Noj  but  (he  let  it  drop  by  negligeqce, 

And  to  th*  advantage,  I being  here,  tookj  up, 
Look^here  it  is,  lag. 
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A good  Wench/  give  it  me. 

Em.  What  will  you  do  with  it, 

You  have  been  fo  earneft  to  have  me  filch  it^? 
lag.  Why,  what's  that  to  you? 

Err}.  If ’t  be  not  for  fome  Purpofe  of  import," 
Give*me\  again;  poor  Lady/  fhe’ll  run  mad 
When*  fhe  (hall  lack  it. 

lag.  Be  not  you  known  of ’t,  I have  ufe  for  if  

go,  leave  me.  [Exit  Em; 

I will  in  Cajfio's  Lodging  lofe  this  Napkin, 

And  let  him  find  it.  Trifles  light  as  Air 
Are,to  the  Jealous,  Confirmations  ftrong 
As  Proofs  of  holy  Writ.  This  may  do  fomething.1 
The  Moor  already  changes  with  my  Poifonf : — 
Dangerous  Conceits  ar&in  their  Nature?Poifon)^-v*- 
Which^at  the  firft,are  lcarce  found  to  diftafte  j 
But,with  a little  adl  upon  the  Blood, 

Burn  like  the  Mines  of  Sulphur;——. I did  fay  {oS 

Enter  Othello. 

Look,  where  be  comes/ Kot  Poppy,  nor  Mandragoja* 
Nor  all  the  drowfy  Syrups  of  the  World, 

Shall  ever  medkine  thee  to  that  fweet  Sleep, 

Which  thou<mad;ft  yefterday. 
ft*  ’ Otb.A Ha ! falfe  to  mel  & ? 

lag.  Why,  how  now  General?  no  more  of  that." 

Oth.  Avaunt/  be  gone/  thou’ft  fet  me  on  the  Rack/  _ 
I fwear-r’tis  better ^to  be  much  abus’d, 

Than  but  to  know^a  little. 


lag.  How^^my  Lord? 


Oth.,  What  Senfe  had  I in  her  floln  Hours  of  -Luffi? \ 
I fawjjf  not,  thought  it  not,  it  harm’d  not  me;  * 

I flept  the  next  night  well,  was  free  and  merry  $ 

I found  not  Cajfio’s  Rifles  on  her  Lips : 

He  that  is  robb’d,  not  wanting  what  is  floln. 

Let  him  not  know’t,  and  he’s  not  robb’d  at  all. 

las.  I am  forry  to  hear  tblsT^ 

WQ^~TTiafT'hppn'  happy, •t^TJT^inrif.rnl  C nrr^ 

ftgwemgnd-411,  haft'a/ted-te  fwcey-Body, 


tit  % Sa-i  hadPficthing  known. now,for  ever, 
Farewei  the  tranquil  Mind!  farewel  Content ! 
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Farewel  the  plumed  Troops,  and  the  big  War, 

That  make  Ambition  Virtue!  O farewd! 

Farewel  the  neighing  Steed,  and  the  (brill  Trump, 

The  Spirit-Airring  Drum,  thfe  Ear-piercing  Fife, 

The  royal  Banner,  and  all  Quality/ 

Pride,  Pomp,  and  Circumftance  of  glorious  War! 

And  O ye  mortal  Engine^,  whofe  wide  Throats 
Th’  immortal  Clamours  counterfeit, 

Farewel!  Othello's  Occupation's  gone! 

lag.  Is4  poffiblef^rpy  Lordjt__  // 

Oth.  Villain,  be  fure  thou  prove  my  Love  ar-WlTurr; 
Be  fure  of  it:  give  me  the  ocular  Proof 5 

£ Catchmg  hold  of  him. 
On  by  th^  Worth  of  mine  eternal  Soul, 

Tnou  hadft  been  better  have  been  born  a Dog, 

Than  anfvycr  my  wait'd  Wrath. 

Jag.  Is*t  come  to  this  ?, 

Oth.  Make  me  to  fee'f;  or,  at  the  3eaft;fo  prove  it. 
That  the  Probation  bear  no  Hinge,  nor  Loop, 

To  hang  a doubt  on,  or;  woftupon  thy  Life/ 
lag.  My  noble  Lord- — — » 

Oth.  II  thou  doft  Bander  her,  and  torture  me, 

Never  pray  more;  abandon  all  Remorfe: 

On  Horro/s  head.  Horrors  accumulate: 

Do  Deeds  to  make  Heaven  weep,  all  Earth  amaz’d ; 
For  nothing  canft  thou  to  Damnation  add 
Greater  than  that. 

lag.  O Grace/  O Heaven  defend  me! 

Are  you  a Man  ? have.you  a Soul,  or  Senfe?  — 

God  li^e*3Pyou,*  take  m%  Office,  f^retched  Fool, 

That  liv^ft  to  make  thy  Honefty  a Vice1.. — 

0 monftrous  World/  take  note;  take  note,  O World, 
To  be  diredf  and  honeftyis  not  fafer — 

1 thank  you  for  this  Profit,-  and^from  hence. 

I'll  love  no  Friend,  fince  Love  breeds  fuch  Offence, 

Oth.  Nay, Bay.*— — -thou  fhouldft  be  honeft-. 
lag.  I fhould  be  wife;  for  Honefty's  a Fool, 

And  iofes  what  it  works  for. 

Gth . By  cftrVorfeb 

I think  my  Wife  tehanefo^and  think  fire  is  not* 
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I think  that  thou  art  juft,  and  think  thou  art  notT" 

I’ll  bave,fome  roof.  Her  Name,  that  was  as  frefti 
As Vifage,  is  now  begrim’d,  and  black 
As  mine  own  Face.^lr  there  be  Cords,  or  Knives, 

Poifon,  or  Fire,  or  fuffocating  S^ims, 

I’ll  not  endured. Would,  I were  latisfied! 

lag . I lee.  Sir,  you  are  eaten  up  with  Paflion; 

I do  repent  me,rhar  I put  it  to  you 
You  would  be  fitisfied.  j 
Otb.  Would!  nay,  asad  will. 

lag.  And  may;  but  how/  how  fatisfied,  my  Lord  ? 
Would  yoi^the  fupervifor,  grofly  gape  on, 

Behold  her^^tt  ? 

Otb.  Death  and  DsS^rafion,/  oh ! 
lag.  k-ware-a  tedious  Difficulty, ~ I think. 

To  bring  *rm  to-fcbat  Profpcfl,  damir  fem 
I’fxvcr  mortal  Eyes  do-  fce-them  bouiftcr 
Mori  than  tfreir  owm — What  their,1  -how  thcrrP- 
Wbat  fhall  I fay?  where’s  Satisfaction? 

It  is  impoftible  you  Ihould  lee  this, 

V/ero  they  ar-primc-as  Goats,  as  hot  as-Motrkie^> 

JU  &U-Q3  Wolves~ni  Prrde,  and- Fools  a*  grofs 
Ag  Ignorance  -m-ade-drunk.  But  yet  I fay. 

If  Imputation  and  ftrong  Circumftances, 

Which  lead  direCtly  to  the  Door  of  Truth, 

Will  give  you  Satisfaction,  haV£- 

Otb.  Give  me  a living  Reafonj^fne’s  difloyal 
lag.  I do  not  like  the  Office* 

But,lith  I’m  enter’d  in  this  Caufe  fo  far, — 

PrickUtoj  by  foolifh  Honefty  and  Love,  — 

I will  go  on  r I lay  with  CaJJio  lately;  [fleep— « 

And^ being  troubled  with  a raging  Tooth,  I could  not 
There  are  a kind  of  Men  fo  loofe  of  Soul, 

That,in  their  Sleepjwill  mutter  their  Affairs ; 

One  of  this  kind  is  CaJJio : 

In  Heep  I heard  him  fay,  fweet  Defdemona , 

Let  us  be  wary,  let  us  hide  our  Lovej 
And  then,  Sir,  would  he  grmrrrrnrd  wring  my  Han SfVml 
€ty._ ’O  fwperf-rn 
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XlraL-gi£3^upuu-giy^  Jay— his  L&gr 

Qm  inyJEliighF5ffi#=%tfd  and  luflld  , -Trail -ihui- 
0 gey,  curfed  Fate!  that  gave  thee  to  the  Moor. 

Oth.  O monftrous,'  monftrous! 
jhjg.^This  was  but  his  Dream. 

Oth.  But  this  denoted  a forego^Conclufion ; 

5Tis  a flireuri  Doubt,  tho’  it  be  but  a Dream. 

lag . And  this  may  help  to  thicken  other  Proofs 
That  do  deraonftrate  thinly. 

Oth . I’ll  tear  her  all  to  pieces. 

lag.  Nay,  but  be  wife;  yet  we  fee  nothing  done; 

She  may  be  honeft  yet.  Tell  me  but  this, 

Have  you  not  fometimes  feen  a Handkerchief, 

Spotted  with  Strawberries,  in  your  Wife’s  Hand  ? 

Oth.  I gave  her  fuch  a one,*  ’twas  my  firfl:  Gift. 
lag.  I know  not  that;  but  fuch  a Handkerchief, 

[ r}n  Pure  it  was  your  Wife's,)  did  I to  day 
See  CaJJio  wipe  his  Beard  with. 

Oth.  If’t  be  that.  . — — 

lag . If  it  be  that,  or  any,  ifcftwas  hers, 

It  fpeaks  againft  her  with  the  other  Proofs. 

Oth.  Q-that  the  Skve-bathfotty  thou  fond  Lives! 

Q&e.  is-roo  p&on  -too  weak~fbr  my  Revenge- 

Now  do  I lee  *tis  true. Look  here,  Iago, 

All  my  fond  Love,  thus  do  I blow  to  Heaven  : tis  gone— 
Atifc  black  Vengeance  from  thy  hollow  GcHt 
Yield  up,  O Love,  thy  Crown,  and  hearted  Throne, 
To  tyrannous  H3te ! Swell,  Bofom,  with  thy  Fraught, 
For  ’tis  of  Afpicks*Tonguesf 
lag.  Yet  be  content. 

Oth.  O Blood  ! Iago,  Blood ! 

lag . Patience, 1 fay;  your  Mind, perhaps, may  change. 
Oth.  Never,  Iago.  — 

Like  to  the  Tontick  Sea,- 
Whofe  icy  Current  and  compulfive  Courfe 
Ne’er  feels  retiring  Ebb,  but  keeps  due  on 
To  the  Vroponiich  and  the  Hellefpont; 

Even  fo  my  bloody  Thoughts,  with  violent  pace, 

Shall  ne’er  look  back,  ne’er  ebb  to  humble  Love, 

Till  that  a capable  and  wide  Revenge 
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Swallow  them  up.  Now  by  yon  marble  Heaven-, 

In -the  thre  rev  creole- of  3 fgi-red  V [ijV- kr.eehi 

j-  hcrc-cngage  ni v-Word  j. 

lag.  Do  not  rilo  yet:  [I ago  kmdh 

W-imife-yrxvcr-bu.  ning  Ligh^-above  ! 

You^lomcnty  thas  clip  us-reund- about ! 

Witnd /rtnat  h ere,  lago  doth  give  up 
The  Execution  of  his  Wit,  Hand,  Heart, 

Lo  wrong’d  Othello's  Service : let  him  command, 
to  obey,  fhall  be  in  me  remorfe, 

What  bloody  Work  foever. 

Oih.  I greet  thy  Love, 

Not  with  vainThsnks,  but  with  Acceptance  bounteous. 
And  will  .up  on  the  inftant^put  thee  to’t : 

Within  tnefe  three  days^lec  me  hear  thee  fay, 

That  Cajfio's  not  alive. 

lag.  My  Friend  is  dead: 

*Tis  done  at  your  requeft;  buHet  her  live. 

Oth.  Qgaiir  ■ leud-MUrkr?  Oda:my4^~  damrrhreti 
Come^go  with  me  apart,  I will  withdraw, 

To  furnifh  me  with  fome  fwifc  means  of  Death 
For  the  fair  Devil : now  art  thou  my  Lieutenant. 
lag.  I am  your  own  forjryer.  [ Exeunt . 

Enter  Defdemonar^milia,  ....  

Do  you -know,  Sirrah,  whcre-fcicutcnant  Otjfio 
lies 

Clo.  I oare  not  fay  he  lyes  any  where. 

Def.  Wh\Man  ? 

Clo.  He  is  aSqldier,  and  for  one  to  fay  a Soldier  lyes, 
is  (tabbing. 

Def.  Go  to,  whereTadges  he  ? 

Clo.  To  tell  you  w her e1»£  lodges,  is  to  tell  you  where 
I lie. 

Def.  Can  any  thing  be  madeTiiohis  ? 

Clo.  I know  not  where  he  lodges£smd  for  me  to  de- 
vife  a Lodging,  and  fay  he  lies  here,  oNbe  lies  there, 
were  to  lye  in  mine  own  Throat. 

Def.  Can  you  enquire  him  out,  and  be  edified  b^eport  ? 
Clo.  I will  catechize  the  World  for  him,  that  is,  make 
queltions,  and  by  them  anfwer. 
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Def.  Seek- frrrn, '"bid  Li i m~co m e hit her,  tell  hinri  have 
raov’d  my  Lord  on  hi~3  behalf  and  hope  ati-will  be  wellt 

■C/g.  To  do  this  is  wit hw  the  compafj-of  Man’cWity 
and  therefore  FU-attcmpt  the  doing  of  it. — fr-xb: 

Bef  Where  fhould  1 lofe  the  Handkerchief,  Emilia? 

Em.  I know  not.  Madam. 

Bef.  Believe  me,  I had  rather  have  loft  my  Purfe 
Full  of  Crufadoes : and, but  my  noble  Moor 
Is  true  of  Mind,  and  made  of  no  fuch  Bafenefs 
As  jealous  Creatures  are,  it  were  enough 
To  put  him  to  ill  thinking. 

Em.  Is  he  not  jealous  ? 

Bef.  Who, he?  I think  the  Sun,where  he  was  born, 
Drew  all  fuch  Humours  from  him. 

Enter  Othello. 

Em.  Look  where  he  comes. 

Bef.  I will  not  leave  him  now. 

Till  Cajfio  be  call’d  to  himtjfow  is  it  with  you,  my  Lord  ? 

I Otb.  Well,  my  good  Lady  hardnefs  to  diffemble  ! — 
* How  do  you ?Befdemona  ? * 

Bef  Well,  my  good  Lord. 

Otb.  Give  me  your  Hand  j this  Hand  is  moift,  my  Lady. 

Bef  It  yet  has  felt  no  Age,  nor  known  no  Sorrow. 

Otb.  This  argues  Fruitfulnefs,and  liberal  Heart}  — - 

Hot,  hot,  and  moift; This  Hand  of  yours  requires 

A fequefter  from  Liberty,  Falling  and  Prayer, 

Much  Caftigation,  Exercife  devou 

For  here’s  a young  and  fweatinglSIS nere, 

That  commonly  rebels- 05s  a good  Hand, 

A frank  one. 

Bef.  You  may  indeed,fay  fo; 

For  ’twas  that  Hand  that  gave  away  my  HearL 

Otb.  A liberal  Hand:  the  Hearts  of  old  gave  Hands} 
But  our  new  Heraldry  isJHands,  not  Hearts. 

Bef  I cannot  fpeak  of  this?  Co  me,  now,  your  Promife. 

Otb.  What  Promife,  Chuck? 

Bef.  I have  fent  to  bid  Cajfio  come  fpeak  with  you. 

Otb.  I have  a fait  and  ftJi^Rheum  offends  me, 

Lend  me  thy  Handkerchief. 

Bef  Here,  my  Lord. 

Otb, 
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Otb.  That  which  I gave  you. 

DeJ.  I have  it  not  about  me. 

Otb.  Not? 

Def.  Ncto^indeed,  my  Lord. 

Otb.  That^  a Fault : that  Handkerchief 
Did  an  Egyptian  to  my  Mother  give  5 
She  was  a Charmer,  and  could  almoft  read 
The  Thoughts  of  People.  She  told  her,  while  fhe  kept  it? 
’Twould  make  her  amiableTlubclue  my  Father 
Jptirely  to  her  Love;  but,  if  (he  loft  it, 

Or  made  a Gift  of  it,  my  Father’s  Eye^_^ 

Should  hold  her  loathly  and  his  Spiritsfiunt^ 

After  new  Fancies,  ^he^ying^gave  it  me; 

And  bid  me,  when  my  would  have  me  wive. 

To  give  it  her.  I did  fo;  and  take  heed  of’t. 

Make  it  a Darling  like  your  precious  Eye; 

To  lofe’c,  or  give't  away,  were  fuch  Perdition, 

* As  nothing  elfe  could  match. 

I Def.  Is’t  poffible  ? 

iOtb.  ’Tis  true;  there’s  Magick  in  the  Web  of  it; 

A Sibyl, that  had  number'd  in  the  World/ 

The  Sun  to^erarae~two  hundred  CompafTes, 

In  her  propbetick  Fury,  fa  wed  the  Work: 

The  Worms  were  hallowid  that  did  breed  the  Silk; 

1 And  it  was  dy3d  in  Mummy,  which  the  skilful 
i,  Conferv’d  of  Maidens’ Hearts. 

Def  Indeed  ! is*t  true? 

Otb.  Moft  veritable;  therefore  look  toy  well. 

Def.  Then ’would  to  Heaven  that  I hacl  never  feen  it.’ 
Otb.  Ha/  wherefore  ? 

Def.  Why  do  you  fpeak  fo  ftartingly  and  rafh  ? 
Otb.As't  loft?  is’t  gone?  Speak,  is*t  out  c/theway? 
Defects  us- — - ^ 

Otbf^S ay  you.7 

Def.  It  is  not  loft;  but  what  and  if  it  were  ? 

Otb.  Hal 

Def  I fay,  it  is  not  loft. 

Otb . Fetch1:,  let  me  fee  it, 
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Def  Why,  can,  Sir,  ou'  I will  rot  now: 

This  is  a^Trick,  to  put  me  from  my  Suit; 

Pray  you  let  Cajjio  be  receiv’d  again.  [gives-^ 

Oth.  Fr  c niic  th^Handkerchieff  -—■■  ■my  Mind  mi£ 
Def.  Co  me,  you’]]  never  meet  a more  fufficient  Man. 

Oth . The  Handkerchief 

Def.  A Man,  that, all  his  time,  ^ 

Hath  ounded  his  good  Fortunes  on  your  Love/ 

Shar’d  Dangers  with  you;  . — 

Oth.  The  Handkerchief — 

Def  In  foorh,you  are  to  blame. 

Oth  Away/  [Exit. 

Em.  Is  not  this  Man  jealous? 

Def  I ne’er  faw  this  before. 

Sure, there’s  feme  Wonder  in  this  Handkerchief: 
molt  unhappy  in  the  lofs  of  it, 

Em.  ’Tis  not  a Year  or  two  fhews  us  a Manr- 
They  ore  but  Stomachs,  and  we  all  but --Food-} 

They  cat  uj  hunger!)1,  and  when  they^re  fuff 
Tncybeich-us-:  look  you;  Cajfio  and  my  Husband. 

Enter  Iago  and  Caffio. 

lag.  There  is  no  other  way;  ’tis  fhe  muff  do  it} 
And,lo,the  Happinefs/  go,  and  importune  her. 

Def.  How  now,  good  Caffiofvv  hat’s  the  News  with  you? 
Caf.  Madam,  my  former  Suit.  I do  befeech  you. 
That,  by  your  virtuous  Means,  I may  again 
Exift,  and  be  a Member  of  his  Love, 

"Whom  I,  with  all  the  Office  of  my  Heart* 

Intirely  honour.  I would  not  be  delay’d  : 

If  my  Offence  be  of  fuch  mortal  kind, 

That  Service  paff,  nor  prefent  Sorrows, 

Nor  purpos’d  Merit  in  Futurity, 

Can  ranfom  me  into  his  Love  again  j- 
But  to  know  fo,  mud  be  my  Benefit} 

So  fhali  I clothe  me  in  a forc’d  Content, 

And  fhut  myself  up  in  fome  other  Courfe, 

XuJLiLLNHI.'  f"TT’ 

Def  Ah  sj  thrice-gentle  Cajfio  * 

My  Advocation  is  not  now  In  tune } 

Mv  Lord  is  not  my  Lord } nor  fhould  I know  him. 

Were 
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Were  he  in  Favour,  as  in  Humour  alter'd. 

So  jw'p  mq^evej;y  Spirit  iandffficd", 

*U  I htve^jpotcea  for  you  all  my  bell, 

And  ftood  within  the  blank  of  his  Difpieafure 
For  my  free  Speech/  You  mu  ft  a while  be  patient; 
What  I can  do, I will ; and  more  I will, 

Than  for  my^felt  I dare : let  that  fuffice  you. 
lag.  Is  my  Lord  angry  ? 

Em.  He  went  hence  but  now, 

AndjCertainly,  in  ftrange  unquietnefs. 

lag.  Can  he  be  angry  ? I have  feen  the  Cannon, 

When  it  hath  blown  his  Ranks  into  the  Air,* 

And  i'i  hc-tlac-fiiad.  from  his  very  Arm 
Puft  his  own  Brother;  and  can  he  be  angry  ? 
Something  of  moment  then;  I will  go  meet  him, 
There's  matter  in’t  indeed,  if  he  be  angry.  [Zs*fV„ 

Def I prythee/do  fot ^Something, fure  of  State,  . — 
Either  from  Venice ; or  fome  unhatch’d  Practice, 

Made  b^e  de'monftrable  in  Cyprus  to  him,  

Hath  pulled  his  clear  Spirit;  and, in  fuch  Cafes, 

Men^  Natures  wrangle  with  inferior  things, 

Tho*gre3t  ones  are  their  Objedt. 

’Tis  even  fo  ,*  for  let  our  Finger  SJif, 

And  it  endues  our  other  healthful  Members 
With  a Senfe  of  pain.  Nay,  we  muft  think, 

Men  are  not  Gods, 

Nor  of  them  look  for  fuch  Ob/ervanct^alwsrfs- 
As  fits  the  Bridal  — Beflhrew  me  much,  Emilia, 

I was  (unhandfome  Warriour  as  l am) 

Arraigning  his  Unkindnefs  with  my  Soul ; 

But,now,I  find,  I had  fuborn’d  the  Witnefs, 

And  he’s  indidted  falfly. 

Em.  Pray  Heaven,  it  be  Stare-matter,  as  you  think; 
And  no  Conception,  nor  no  jealous  Toy, 

Concerning  you. 

Def.  Alas^the  day/  I never  gave  him  caufe 
Em.  But  jealous  Souh  will  nor  be  anfwered  fo; 

They  are  not  ever  jealous  for^eCuufe 
But  jealous  for  they  are  jealous  :*  ’tis  a Monfter 
•Beget  upon  it  fclf,  born  on  icfelf.  * 

F Def. 
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Bef  Heaven  keep  that  Monfter  from  Othello's  Mind. 
Em.  Lady,  Amen. 

Bef.  I will  go  feek  him.^C*^,  walk  hereabout; 

If  I do  find  him  fir,  I’ll  move  your  Suit, 

And  feek  to  effe<5t  it  to  my  uttermoff  [E*.  Def.  and  Em. 

v-g^-  I-hiHnbly  thank  y our  Lady  firry; 

\ Enter  Bianca. 

Bian,  Save  you  friend  CaJJlo. 

Caf  What  makes  you  from  home? 

How\s  it  with  you,  my  moft  fair  Bianca  l 
IndeedMweet  Love,  I was  coming  toyourHoufe. 

£n*».Vnd  I was  going  to  your  Lodging,  CaJJlo ; 
What!  keep  a Week  away?  feven  Days  and  Nights? 
EightfcoreNeight  Hours  ? and  Lovers  ahfent  Hours, 
More  tedious  than  the  Dial,  eightfcore  times  ? 

0 weary  reckoning ! 

Caf  Pardon\me,  Biancat 

1 have  this  while  with  leaden  Thoughts  been  preft. 

But  I fhali  in  a nrure  convenient  time 

Strike  off  this  ScoSe  of  Abfence:  fweet  Bianca , 

Take  me  this  work\out. 

[G\ing  her  Defdemona’i  Handkerchief \ 
Bian.  Oh  CaJJlo,  whence  came  this  ? 

This  is  Tome  Token  from  a newer  Friend  ; 

Of  thy  felt  Abfence,  nowkl  feel  the  Caufe  ; 

Is’t  come  to  this  ? well,  well. 

Caf.  Go  to,  Woman,  \ 

Throw  your  vile  Guefles  in  the  Devil’s  Teeth, 

From  whence  you  have  them  jN^ou  are  jealous  now,' 
That  this  is  from  feme  MiftrefsX  feme  Remembrance: 
No,  in  good  troth,  Bianca.  \ 

Bian  Why,  whofe  is  it?  \ 

Caf  I know  not  neither,  I foun^it  in  my  Chamber? 
I like  the  Work  well : e’er  it  be  deitaanded, 

As  like  enough  it  will,  I’d  have  it  copied } 

Take  it  and  do’r,  and  leave  me  for  th\  time. 

Bian.  Leave  you,  wherefore  ? \ 

Caf  I do  attend  here  on  the  General, \ 

And  think  it  no  addition,  nor  my  wife  \ 

To  have  him  fee  me  woman’d, 

Bian.  Why  I pray  you?  \ Caf 
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Co) NtjJot  that  I love  you  not. 

Bian.  Bii't'-tijat  you  do  not  love  me: 

I pray  you  brin^scQe  on  the  way  a little, 

And  fay,  if  I fhall  fee^ytQu  foon  at  night. 

Caf.  ’Tis  but  a little  w^y^ha^I  can  bring  you^ 

For  I attend  here,  but  I'll  fee  you 

Em.  ’Tis  very  good,  I muft  be  circumftaacLd. 


ACT  IV.  SCENE  I. 

2^ 

Enter  lago  etnd  Othello? 


rj  I L L yuu  think  fir? 

V Otb  Think  fo,  lago ! 
lag \What,  to  kifs  in  private? 

Otb.  An  unauthoriz’d  Kifs. 

lag.  0\to  be  naked  with  her  Friend  in  bed. 

An  hour  orNriore,  not  meaning  any  harm? 

Otb.  Nake\m  bed,  lago,  and  not  mean  any  harm  ? 

It  is  HypocrifyNmainfl.  the  Devil: 

They  that  mean  vmuoufly,  and  yet  do  fo. 

The  Devil  their  Virtue  tempts,  and  they  tempt  Heaven 
lag.  If  they  do  nothing  ’cis  a venial  Slip: 

But  if  I give  my  WifeSa  Handkerchief. 

Otb.  What  then? 

lag.  Why  then,  ’tis  herX  my  Lord ; and  being  her?. 
She  may,  I think,  beftow’tNon  any  Man. 

Otb.  She  is  Protedfcrefs  of\er  Honour  too; 

May  fhe  give  that  ? 

lag  Her  Honour  is  an  SflencX  that’s  not  leen. 

They  have  it  very  oft,  that  have  i\not: 

But  for  the  Handkerchief 

Otb , By  Heaven  I would  moft  gladly  have  forgot  it 
Thou  faidft  (O  it  comes  o’er  my  Memory, 

As  docs  the  Raven  o’er  the  infe&ed  Hotye, 

Boding  to  all)  he  had  my  Handkerchief. 
lag.  Ay,  what  of  that  ? 


Olh.  That’s  not  fo  good  now. 


lag. 
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hg  Whi  t if  I had  faid  I had  leen  h;m  do  you  wrong  ? 
Or  Beard  him  fay,  as  Knaves  be  fuch  abroad. 

Who  Having  by  their  own  importunate  Suit, 

Or  voluntary  Dotage  of  fome  Miftrefs, 

Convinced  or  fupply’d  them,  cannot  chufe 
But  they  blab. 

Otb.  Hat\  t.e  fid  any  thing  ? 

lag.  He  hVh,  my  Lord  but  be  you  well  allur’d, 

No  mote  thafi  he’ll  unfwear. 

Otb.  What  mrh  he- faid  ? 

Jag  Why  thafhe  did 1 know  not  what  he  did. 

Otu.  What?  \ 

lag.  Lie 

Otb.  With  her?  \ 

lag  With  her?  cnWr,  what  you  will. 

Otb.  Lie  with  herAiie  on  her!  lie  with  her!  that’s 
fulfome:  Handkerchief—  Confeflir-n—  Handkerchief— 

1 tremble  at  it Nature  would  nor  invert  her  feif  in 

fuch  fhadowing  without  fome  Inftrudbon:  It  is  not 

Words  that  (take  me  thusV pifh—n  .Nofes,  E^rs,  and 

Lips*— 'Is’t  poffible ! — — \confefs ! Handkerchief ! 

0 D^.vil— — • \ [Falls  in  a Trance . 

lag , Work  on,  \ 

My  Medicine  works!  Thus  fedulous  Fools  are  caught; 
and  many  worthy  and  chalif  Dames,  even  thus  (all 
guiltlefs)  meet  Reproach  : wW  ho  ! my  Lord,  my 

Lord  I fay,  Othello.  How  now \caJfio? 

Enter  CafiioX 

Caf.  What’s  the  matter?  \ 

lag.  My  Lord  is  fallen  into  an  Epilepfy, 

This  is  the  fecond  Fit,  he  had  one  yeferday. 

Caf.  Rub  him  about  the  Temples.  \ 
lag.  No,  foibear:  \ 

The  Lethargy  muft  have  his  quiet  Courlfe; 

If  not,  he  foams  at  Mouth,  and  by  and  W 
Breaks  out  to  favage  Madnefs:  look  he  ffrs. 

Do  you  withdraw  your  felf  a little  whileA 
He  will  recover  flrait;  when  he  is  gone,  \ 

1 would  on  great  occalion  fpeak  with  you.  [5^.  Caflio. 
How  is  it  Genera),  have  you  not  hurt  your  He^  ? 

Otb . 
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0/fc\Doft  thou  mock  me? 
lag.  \ mock  you  not,  by  Heaven ; 

Would  w)u  would  bear  your  fortunes  like  a Mam 
Otb.  Ahorned  Man’s  a Monger,  and  a Beaft. 
lag.  ThW’s  many  a Beaft  then  in  a populous  City, 
And  many  y civil  Monfter. 

Otb.  Did \e  confefs  it  ? 
lag.  Good  \ir,  be  a Man: 

Think  every  bearded  Fellow,  that’s  but  yok’d. 

May  draw  withyou.  Millions  are  now  alive, 

That  nightly  lie  inthofe  unproper  Beds, 

Which  they  dare  Wear  peculiar.  Your  cafe  is  betters 

0 9tis  the  Spite  of  Hell,  the  Fiend’s  arch  Mock, 

To  lip  a Wanton  in\a  fecure  Couch, 

And  to  fuppofe  her  chafte.  No,  let  me  know, 

And  knowing  what  l\am,  I know  what  fhe  fhall  be, 
Otb.  O thou  art  wi&;  ’tis  certain. 
lag.  Stand  you  a-white  apart. 

Confine  yourfelf  but  in  a\patient  lift. 

While  you  were  here  o’erwhelmed  with  your  grief, 

(A  PalTion  moft  unfitting  lbch  a Man) 

CaJJio  came  hither:  I fhiftedY.im  away. 

And  laid  good  Tcufes  on  your  Extafyj 

BkI  him  anon  return,  and  here  fpeak  with  me. 

The  which  he  promis’d.  Do  Wt  incave  your  felf. 

And  mark  the  Fleers,  the  Gibes\  and  Qotable  Scores, 
That  dwell  in  every  region  of  hi\Face. 

For  I will  make  him  tell  theTalea^ewj 
Where,  how,  how  oft,  how  long  Stgo,  and  when 
He  hath,  and  is  again  to  cope  younWife. 

1 fry,  but  mark  his  Gefture.  Marr  A patience. 

Or  I (hall  fay,  you’re  ail  in  all  in  fpleen, 

And  nothing  of  a Man.  \ 

Otb.  Doft  thou  bear,  lago,  \ 

I will  be  found  moft  cunning  in  my  patience  i 
But  doft  thou  hear,  moft  bloody.  \ 
lag.  That’s  not  amifs;  \ 

But  yet  keep  time  in  all : will  you  withdraw  ? 

[OtK,  withdraws 

! Now  will  I queftion  Cajfio  of  Bianca ; \ 

F 3 X A 
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Hufwife,  that  by  felling  her  Defires, 

her  felf  bread  and  cloth:  it  is  a Creature, 

Th\t  doats  on  CaJ/to‘,  as  ’cis  the  Strumpets  plague 
To  iWuile  many,  and  be  beguil'd  by  one: 

He,  v&ien  he  hears  of  her,  cannot  refrain 
From  the  excefs  of  laughter.  Here  he  comes. 

Enter  Cafiio. 
ile  Othello  fhall  go  mad $ 
okifh  Jealoufy  muft  confirue 

iles,  Geftures,  and  light  Behaviour 
ong.  How  do  you  now,  Lieutenant? 
that  you  give  me  the  addition, 
kills  me. 

a well,  and  you  are  fure  on’t: 


unb\ 


As  he  fhall 
And  his 
Poor  Cajfio's 
Quite  in  the 
Caf.  The 
‘Whofe  want  eve 
lag.  Ply 


woKier 


Defdetm 


Now,  if  this  Suit  lay  in  Biancas  power,  [Speaking  lower. 
How  quickly  fhould  you  fpeed. 

Caf,  Alas  poor  Can" 

Oth.  Look  how  he  laughs  already. 
lag.  I never  knew  a Woman  love  Man  fo. 

Caf.  Alas  poor  Rogue\  I think  indeed  file  loves  me. 
Oth.  Now  he  denies  it  yaintly,  and  laughs  out. 
lag.  Do  you  hear.  Caff} 

Oth.  Now  he  importune^  him  to  tell  it  o’er: 

Go  to,  well  faid,  well  faid. 

lag.  She  gives  it  out  that  \ou  fhall  marry  her. 

Do  you  intend  it  ? 

Caf.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Oth,  Do  you  triumph,  Koman\  do  you  triumph? 

Caf.  I marry  her!  What!  a Cuftomer  ? 

Prithee  bear  fome  Charity  to  my  Wit, 

Do  not  think  it  fo  unwbolfom:  hV  ha,  ha. 

Oth.  So,  foj  they  laugh  that  win> 
lag . Why,  the  cry  goes  that  you  fi^ll  marry  her. 
Caf.  Prithee  fay  true. 
lag.  I am  a very  Villain  elfe. 

Oth.  Have  you  fcor’d  me?  well. 

Caf.  This  is  the  Monkey’s  own  giving \>ut ; fhe  is  per- 
suaded I will  marry  her,  out  of  her  own  lov'q  and  flattery, 
not  out  of  my  promife. 

Oth.  Iago  beckons  me,  now  he  begins  the  xory. 

Caf. 
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She  was  here  even  now  ; fhe  haunts  me  in  every 
placeA  I was  t’other  day  talking  on  the  Sea-bank  with 
certain 'Venetians,  and  thither  comes  the  Bauble,  and 

falls  me\hus  about  my  neck — 

Oth.  Ctoing,  O dear  CaJJio , as  it  were:  his  Geflure 
imports 

Caf.  So  Kangs  and  lolls,  and  weeps  upon  me;  fo 
fhakes  and  pulls  me,  ha,  ha,  ha— — 

Oth.  Now  he  tells  how  fhe  pluckt  him  to  my  Cham- 
ber : 

O I fee  that  No^e  of  yours,  but  not  that  Dog  I fhall 
throw’t  to.' 

Caf,  Well,  I mull  leave  her  company. 
lag.  Before  me,*  look  where  fhe  comes. 

Inter  Bianca. 

Caf.  ’Tis  fuch  another  Fitchew  5 marry  a perfum’d  one! 
What  do  you  mean  by\his  haunting  of  me? 

Bian.  Let  the  Devil  and  his  Dam  haunt  you:  what  did 
you  mean  by  that  fame  Handkerchief  you  gave  me  even 


now  ? I was  a fine  Fool  t< 
Work  ? a likely  piece  of 


take  it j I mult  take  out  the 
(ork,  that  you  fhould  find  it 


in  your  Chamber,  and  not  kfsow  who  left  it  there.  This 
is  fome  Minx’s  token,  and  l\rnuft  take  out  the  Work? 
there,  give  it  your  Hobby-horie;  wherefoever  you  had 
it,  I’ll  take  out  no  work  on’t. 

Caf.  How  new,  my  fweet  Bia\a  ? how  now,  how 
now  ? 

Oth,  By  Heaven  that  fhould  be  mAHandkerchief. 

Bian.  If  you’ll  come  to  fupper  to  night,  you  may;  if 
you  will  not,  come  when  you  are  ¥ext  prepar’d  for. 

[Exit. 

lag.  After  her,  after  her. 

Caf.  I muft,  fhe’ll  rad  l’th*  ftreet  elfe. 

lag.  Will  you  fup  there? 

Caf.  Yes,  I intend  fo. 

lag.  Well,  I may  chance  to  fee  you,  fAr  I would 
very  fain  fpeak  with  you. 

Caf.  Prithee  come,  will  you  ? 
lag.  Go  to,  fay  no  more.  Caflio. 

Oth.  How  fhall  I murder  him,  Iagot 

l*g. 
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Did  you  perceive,  how  he  laugh’d  at  his  Vice? 
Oth.  O Iago. 

IagvsAod  did  you  fee  the  Handkerchief ? 

Otb.  was  that  mine ? 

lag.  yWs  by  this  Hand : and  to  fee  how  he  prizes 
the  foolifh^Woman  your  Wife-lhe  gave  it  him,  and  he 
has  given  it  his  Whore. 

Otb.  I would  have  him  nine  years  a killing:  a fine 

Woman!  a fair  Woman!  a fweet  Woman! 

lag.  Nay,  youVnuft  forget  that. 

Otb.  Ay,  let  he\  rot  and  perifh,  and  be  damn’d  to 
night,  for  (lie  fhall  not  live : no,  my  Heart  is  turn’d  to 
Stone:  I ftrike  it,  a\d  it  hurts  my  Hand.  O the  World 
has  not  a fweeter  Creature  ; fhe  might  lie  by  an  Empe- 
ror’s fide,  and  command  him  tasks. 
lag.  Nay,  that’s  not  yc-ur  way. 

Otb.  Hang  her,  1 do  but  fay  what  fhe  is— .So  delicate 
with  her  Needle— an  admirable  Mufician.  O fhe  will 
fing  the  Savagenefs  out  of  a i^ear:  of  fo  high  and  plen- 
teous Wit  and  Invention ! 

lag.  She’s  the  worfe  for  all  (hfs. 

Otb.  A thoufand,  a thoufand\imes : and  then  of  fo 

gentle  condition  ! 

Jago.  Ay,  too  gentle. 

Otb.  Nay  that’s  certain  : but  )^t  the  pity  of  if, 

jago- oh  the  pity. 

lag.  If  you  are  fo  fond  over  her  Iniquity,  give  her 
Patent  to  offend  i for  if  it  touch  not  yoi*,  it  comes  near 
no  body. 

Otb . I will  chop  her  into  mefies— -ofckold  me! 
lag.  O,  ’tis  foul  in  her, 

Otb.  With  mine  Officer. 

jag.  Thar’-t-faftkfr — — 

Otb.  Get  thee  fome  Poifon,  Iago;  this  night : I'll  not 

expofiulate  with  her;,  left  her  Body  and  irer  Beauty  un- 
pr.ovide  my  Mind  agenj^this  night,  Iago. 

lag . Do  it  not  with  Poifon;  firangle  her  in  her  Bed, 
even  the  Bed  fhe  hath  contaminated. 

Otb.  Good/ good  J tbejufiice  of  it  plcafes^vcry  good/ 

***• 
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lag.  And,  tor  CaJJio,  t me  be  his  Undertaker  : you 
fhall  hear  more  by  midnight. 

Enter  Lodovico,  Defdemona,  and  Attendants . 

0/6.  Excellent  goodr [A  Trumpet. 

What  Trumpet  is  that  fame? 

lago.  Something  from  Venice,  furer  Tis  Lodovico: 

'Etefc  £ome;<  from  the  Dukej'le^'  your  Wife  is  with  him* 

Lod.  Save  you,  worthy  General. 

Oth  With  all  my  heart,  Sir. 

Lod.  The  Duke  &nd  Senators  of  Venice  greet  you. 

[ Gives  him  a Letter l 

Oth.  I kifs  the  Inftrument  of  their  Pleafures. 

Def  And  what’s  the  news,  good  Coulin  Lodovico  ? 
lag . I am  very  glad  to  fee  you,  Seignior:  ■ 

Welcome  to  Cyprus. 

Lod  1 ♦"hank  you;  how  does  Lieutenant  CaJJio? 
lag  L.ves,  Sir. 

Dtj  Coulin,  there’s  fallen  between  him  and  my  Lord 
An  u t ’ «cin  Breach;  but  you  fhall  mike  all  well. 

Oth.  Are  you  fure  of  rhat  ? 

Def  My  Lord?. 

Oth  Th  s fail  you  not  to  do,  as  you  will——  \t***s4? 
Lod.  He  did  not  call,  he’s  bufy  in  the  Paper. 

Is  there  Divifion  ’tw;xt  my  Lord  and  CaJJio? 

Def.  A moll:  unhappy  one;  I would  do  much 
To  at/one  them,  for  the  Love  I bear  to  CaJJio . 

Oth.  Fire  and  Brimftone! 

Def.  My  Lord? - 

Oth.  Are  you  wife? 

Def  What,  is  be  angry? 

Lod.  May  be  the  Letter  mov’d  him. 

For,  as  I think^rhey  do  command  him  home, 

Deputing  CaJJio  in  his  Government. 

Def.  Truft  me,  IJjp  glad  on’t. 

Oth.  Indeed  ! 

Def.  My  Lordl 

Oth.  I am  glad  to  fee  you  mad. 

Def.  Why,  lweet  Othello l 
Oth.  Devil! 

Def  I have  not  deferv’d  this* 
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Lod.  My  Lord,  this  would  not  be  believ’d  in  Venice, 
Tho  I fhouid  fwear  I faw4:  ’tis  very  much; 

Make  her  -amends,  flic  weeps. 

Otb.  O Devil,  Devil! 

If  that  the  Earth  could  teem  with  Woman’s  Tears, 
Each  Drop  fhe  falls  would  prove  a Crocodile: 

Out  of  my  fight, 

Def  I will  not  flay  to  offend  you.  [Gohg, 

Lod.  Truly, an  obedient  Lady:  — - 
I do  befeech  your  Lordfliip  call  her  back. 

Otb.  Miftrefs,. 

Def  My  Lordf 

Otb.  What  would  you  with  her,  Sir  ? 

Lod.  Who, I,  my  Lord? 

Otb./y.  you  did  w fli  that  I would  make  her  turn: 
Sir,  fhe  can  turn,  and  turn,  and  y go  or; 

And  turn  again.  And  fhe  can  weep,  Sir,  weep; 

And  fhe’s  obedient r as  you  fa obedient,  — 

Very  obedient^.  . •».— proceed  you  m your  Tears- — - 
Concerning  this,  Sir  : O well-pointed  Paffion* — •- 

I am  commanded  home:  ——get  you  aw3 yj 

I'll  fend  for  you  anon.- - — -Sir,  I obey  the  Mandate, 

And  will  return  to  Venice : hence,  avant!  [Exit  Def. 

CaJJio  fhall  have  my  place? >4nd,^Sir,  to-night 
I do  intreat  that  wc  may  fup  together. 

You  are  welcome,  Sir,  to  Cyprus  l — Goats  and  Monkies! 

[Exit. 

Lod.  Is  this  the  noble  Moor^v^om  our  full  Senate 
Call  all-in-all  {efficient?  This  tbe^Nature, 

Whtr^Paffion  could  not  fhake?  whofe  foiid  Virtue 
The  fhot  of  Accident,  nor  dart  of  Chance, 

Could  neither  gra^e,  nor  pierce? 

lag.  He  is  much  changed.  / 

Lod.  Are  his  Wits  fafe  ? is  he  not  of  light  B ain? 
lag.  He4  ^fchat  he  is;  I may  not  breathe  my  cenfure. 
What  he  might  be,  Jf  what  he  might,  he  is  not,  — 

I would  to  Heaven^he  were. 

Lod.  What,  ftrike  his  Wife? 

lag.  F-akh,3hat  was  not  fo  well;  yct’would  I knew 
That  firoke  would  prove  the  worfh 

Lod. 
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Lod  Is  it  his  ufe? 

Or  did  the  Letters  work  upon  his  Blood, 

And  new-create  this  Fault  ? 
lag.  Alas,  alas! 

It  is  not  nonefty  in  me  to  fpeak 

What  I have  feen  and  known.  You  fhall  obferve  hinj^ 

And  his  own  Cuurfes  will  denote  him  fo. 

That  I may  fave  my  fpeech  : do  but  go  after. 

And  ma  k how  he  continues. 

Lod,  I am  forry  that  I arn  deceiv’d  in  him.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Othello  and  Emilia.  5^ 


Oth  You  have  feen  nothing  then? 

Em.  Nor  ever  heard,  nor  ever  did  fufpeft. 

Oth.  Yes,  you  have  feen  CaJJio  and  her  together* 

Em.  But  then  1 faw  no  harm;  and  then  l heard 
Each  fyllable  that  Breath  made  up  between  them. 

Oth.  What,  did  they  never  whifper  ? 

Em.  Never,  my  Lord. 

Oth.  Nor  fend  you  out  o’tht  way  ? 

Em.  Never. 

Oth.  To  fetch  her  Fan,  her  Mask,  her  Gloves,  nor 
nothing.7 

Em.  Never,  my  Lord. 

Oth.  That’s  flrange! 

Em.  1 durft,  mv  Lord,  to  wager  (he  is  honeft. 

Lay  down  my  SSm; at  flake  . it  you  think  other. 
Remove  your  Thought;  it  doth  abufe  your  Bofom. 

If  any  W7retch  ha^s&put  this  in  your  head. 

Let  Heaven  raquite  it 


Fo^if  Ihe  be  not  honeft,  chafte  and  true. 

There’s  no  Man  happy;  the  pureft  of  their  Wives 
Is  foul  as  Slander. 

Oth . Bid  her  come  hither;  j*0T — . [Exit  Emil, 

' She  fays  enough, fhe’s  a fimple  Baud 
Thar  cannot  fay  as  much.  This  is  a fubtle  Whore, 

A clofet-lock-and-key  of  villanous  Secrets } 

And  yet  (he’ll  kneel  and  pray;  I’ve  feen  her  do’t. 

Enter  Defdemona,  and  Emilia. 

Def.  My  Lord,  what  is  your  will  ? 

Oth,  Pray^  Chuck, come  hither. 
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Def.  What  is  your  ple2fure? 
Oth.  Let  me  fee  your  Eyes* 


•look  in  my  face. 


Def.  What  horrible  fancy’s  t hr  ? 

Oth.  Some  of  your  function,  Miftrefs; 

Leave  Pfocrcanie  alone,  an^.JfTu^rii^door, 

Cough,  or  cryahem,  if  any  oody  come/ 

Your  Myftery,  your  Myftery^ay  difpatcb. 

Dtf.  Upon  m.y  knee$  what  does  your  Speech  import! 
I underftand  a Fury  in  your  Words, 

But  not  your  Words. 

Oth.  Why,  what  art  thou? 

Def  Your  Wife,  my  anc^  Wife 

Oth.  Come,  fwear  it/^catnn  thy  felf, 

Lpii,being  J;ke  er>e  of  Heaven,  the  Devils  rhemWves 


'ffifr  to  fcizc  thee, — Therefore-  be  doubly  damn’d; 
Swear  thou  art  honeft, 

Def.  Heaven  doth  truly  know  it. 

Oth . Heaven  truly  knows,  that  thou  art  falfe  as  Hell. 
Def.  To  whom,  my  Lord?  with  whom?  how  ami 

falfe?  0 111, 

Oth.  2s^Defc/en7ffla;^wayl  away;  away / 

Def.  Alasthe  .heavy  Dayl^vhy  do  you  weep? 

Am  I the^ffi'iof.r^oT  thefe  Tears,  my  Lord  ? 

3f^  haply,  you  my  Father  do  fufpedt 
An  inftrument  of  this  your  calling  back. 

Lay  not  your  Blame  on  me 5 if  you  have  loft  him. 
Why  I have  loft  him  too. 

Oth.  Had  it  pleas’d  Heaven 
To  try  me  with  Affliction,  had  he  rain’d 
All  kinds  of  Sores,  and  Shames  on  my  bare  Head, 
Steep’d  me  in  Poverty  to  the  very  lips, 

Given  ro  captivity  me  and  my  Hope?,* 

I fhould  have  found  in  f me  p$5<rfcof  m Soul 
A drop  of  Patience;  Bur/alasj)  to  make  me 
A fixed  Figure,  for  the  ttosj  of  Scorn, 

To  point  his  flow  unmoving  Finger  at- 

Yet  could  I bear  that  too/jwell,  very  well. 

But  there,  where  I have  garner’d  up  my  Heart; 
Where^either  I mud  live,  or  bear  no  Life, 

The  Fountain  from  the  which  my  Current  runs, 


■i 
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Or  elfe  dries  up;  ro  be  cifcarded  thence/ 

Of  fp^k  it  tra-i — idem,  toi  luuiTmujy 

T-a  Unrrt?  ond  gender  in,  Turn  thy  Complexion  there. 

Patience,  thou  young  and  rofl-lip’d  Cherubin; 

^4£here  look  grim  as  Hell/ 

Def  I h pe;my  noble  Lord  efteems  me  honeft. 

Otb  0,ay,  as  Summer  hlies  are  in  the  fhambles,’ 
That  quicken  even  with  blowing. 

0 thou  Weed,  who  art  fo  lovely  fair. 

And  imeli’ft  fo  fweet,  that  the  Senfe  at  thee—-— » 

Would  thou  hadft  ne’er  been  born! 

Def.  Alas,  what  ignorant  Sin  have  I committed? 

Oth.  Was  thisjair  Piper,  this  moft  goodly  Book,’ 
Made  to  write  ? What  committed/ 

Committed/  O thou  public\  Commoner  ! 

1 fhould  make  very  Forges  of  my  Cheeks, 

That  would  to  Cinders  burn  up  Mociefty, 

Did  I but  fpeak  thy  Deeds.  What  committed/ 

Heaven  flops  the  nofe  at  it,  and  the  Moon  winks; 
The'SSS'  Wind  that  kifles  all  it  meets, 

Is  hufh££within  the  hollow  Mine  oi  Earth, 

And  will  not  hear  it  —.What  committed  1— - .impudent 
Srrumpet ! 

Def  By  Heaven  you  do  me  wrong, 

Otb.  Are  not  you  a Strumpet? 

Def.  No,  as  I am  a Chriftian. 

If  to  preferve  this  Veflel  tor  my  Lord, 

From  any  other  foul  unlawful  touch, 

Bejiot  to  be  a Strunriper,  I am  none. 

Otb.  What,  not  a Whore? 

Def.  No,  as  I fhall  be  faved. 

Oth.  fs4  poflible? 

Def.  O^lieaven  forgive  us. 

Otb.  I cry  you  Mercy,  then. 

I took  you  for  that  cunning  Whore  of  Venice 

That  married  with  Othello : You^Miftrefs, 

Enter  Emilia. 

That  have  the  Office  oppoiite  +0  Sr  Peter, 

And  keep  the  Gate  of  l-M]j  youJ  you!  ay  you! 

We  baritone  our  CouiffcAheie’s  Money  for  your  pains; 
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1 pray  you  turn  the  Key,  and  keep  our  CounfeJ.  [Exit. 

Em.  Alas,  what  does  this  Gentleman  conceive?. 

Howdo^iou,  Madam?  how  do  ycu,  my  good  Lady? 
j&/r6»half  afleep. 

Em.  Good  Madam,  what’s  the  matter  with  my  Lord  ? 
Def.  With  wbo$  ? 

Em.  Why,  with  my  Lord,  Madam? 

Def.  Who  is  thy  Lord  ? 

Em.  He  that  is  yours,  fweet  Lady. 

Def  I halftone  * Bo  not  talk  to  rue,  Emilia. 

I cannot  weep  } nor  Anfwer  have  I none. 

But  what  fhould  go  by  Water. 

fca y on  my  Bed  m-y  Wedding-fleets,  remember, 

Aflhd  6*all  thy  Husband  hither. 

Em.  Here’s  a Change  indeed  ! [ Exit. 

Def.  ’Tis  meet  I fhould  be  us’d  To;  very  meet: 

How  have  I been  behav’d,  that  hg^jni^ht  flick 
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Enter  Iago  and  Emilia. 

Jag.  What  is  your  Pleafure,  Madam  ? 

How  i s4  with  you  ? 

Def.  1 cannot  tell?  Thofe  that  do  teach  youinBabes, 
Do  it  with  gentle  means,  and  eafy  Tasks 
He  might  ha^hid  me  fo:  for,  in  good^lsatb, 

I am  a Child, to  chiding. 

lag.  What*6  the  matter,  Lady  ? 

Em.  Ala s,*lago,  my  Lord  hath  fo  ltAvhia\i  her. 
Thrown  fuch  Defpite  and  heavy  Terms  upon  her, 
That  true  Hearts  cannot  bear  it. 

Def.  Am  I that  Ngme,  Iago  ? 

Jag.  What  Name,  fair  Lady  ? 

Def.  Such  asl^ie  fa  id,  my  Lord  did  fay  I was. 

Em,  He  call’d  her  Whtn-s;  a Beggar  in  his  Drink 
Could  not  have  laid  fuch  Terms  upon  his  Caller. 
Jag.  Why  did  he  fo? 

Def.  I do  not  know,  I’m  fure  I am  none  fuch. 
lag.  Do  not  weep,  do  not  weep : alas  the  Day  ! 
Em.  Has  (he  forfook  fo  many  noble  Matches  ? 
Her  Father ? and  her  Country?  and  her  Friends, 

To  be  call'd  Wirorc ? would  it  not  make  one  weep? 
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Def.  It  is  my  wretched  Fortunr/?^ . 

Belhrew  him  for  it:  how  comes  this  Trick  upon 

him  ? 

Def  Nay,  Heaven  doth  know. 

Em.  I-wtihbc  hang’d,-~TfJibme  eternal  Villain, 

Some  bufy  and  infinuating  Rogue, 

■ Sqme  cogging,  cozening  Slave,  ro  get  fome  Office, 
J*Have  ten  devis’d  this  Slander  r~ Pi!  he 

lag.  Fie,  there  is  no  fuch  Man  . ir  is  impoffible. 

Def.  If  any  fuch  there  be,  Heaven  pardon  h m. 

Em.  A Halter -pardon  him-, -and  Ih.ll  n ' whia,  D 
Why  fhould  he  call  her  W4*ef€?  who  keeps  her  Com- 
pany ? /N* 

What  plaqe?  what  time?  what  form?  what  likelihood? 
The  Moor’s  abus’d  by  fome  moll  villainous  Knave, 

Some  bafe  notorious  Knave,  fome  feurvy  Fellow. 

O Heaven,  that  fuch  Companions  thou’dft  unfold,  — - 
And  f>ut  in  every  honeft-Ih-nd  a-Whipi 
lEo-lnfh  the  Rifril  naked  thre’-thc  World? 

Eveir  tnim  the  Eaft  t-o-f-h*  Weft* 
lag.  Speak  within  door. 

Em.  O fy  upon  them;  fome  fuch7Squire  he  was. 
That  turn’d  your  Wit,  the  feamy  fide  without. 

And  made  yod  to  fufpedb  me  with  the  Moor. 
lag.  You  are  a Fool;  go  to. 

Def  jSkg^jago, 

What  fhall  I do  to  win  mv  Lord  again? 

Good  Friend,  go  to  him  fey  "this  Light  of  Heaven, 

II  know  not  how  I loft  him.  = 

Here  I kneel:  [ Kneeling , 

If  e’er  my  Will  did  trefpafs  ’gainft  his  Love, 

Or  in  Difccurfe,  or  Thought,  or  a&ual  Deed  3 
Or  that  mine  Eyes,  mine  Ears,  or  any  Senfc, 

Delighted  them  *n  any  other  Form; 

Or  that  I do  not  yet,  and  ever  did. 

And  ever  will  (tho>  he  do  fhake  me  off 
To  beggarly  Divorcement)  love  him  dearly 3 
Comfort  forf^a^me  ! Unkindnefs  may  do  muck; 

And  his  Unkindnefs  may  defeat  my  Life, 

But  never  taint  my  Love : I cannot  fay  Where*  

G z It 
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Ir  doth  abhor  me,  Word ; 

To  do  the  A<5t  that  might  rh*  addition  earn, 

No  all  the  World’s  Mafs  of-'  Vanity  could  make  me. 

lag  I pray  you  be  content,*  is  but  his  Humour; 
The  Buiinefs  of  the  Stare  does  him  Offence, 

And  he  does  chide  with  you. 

Def  I£  ’ewere  *.o  other, 

bur  fq,  I warranty<rvu. 

Hi  ^ hefe  Inftrumentsfummon  to  Supper  {[Trumpet. 
t^n^Th^Tct^enger5ot  Venice  ft  ay/  tina-Miar ; 

Go  in. and  weep  not;  all  things  fhali  be  well. 

[Ex.  Def.  and  Emil. 

How  no w^Roderigo? 

Enter  Roderigo. 

Rod.  I do  not  find  that  thou  deai’ft  juftly  with  me. 
Jag.  What  in  the  contrary  ? 

Rod.  Every  day  thou  ooft^ft  me  with  fome  Device, 
Iago ; andprather,as  ir  feems  to  me  row,  keep’ft  me  from 
all  Convenier  cy,  than  fupplieft  me  with  the  lead:  Advan- 
tage of  Hope  I Will, indeed,  no  longer  endure  it;  nor 
am  I yet  perfuaded  to  put  up  in  Peace,  what  already  I 
have  foolifhly  fuffered. 

Jag.  Will  you  hear  me,  Roderigo? 

Rod.  I have  heard  too  much. 

For  your  Words  and  Performances 
Are  no  kin  together. 

Jag.  You  charge  me  moft  unjuftly. 

Rod.  With  nought  but  Truth.  I have  W3fted  myfelf 
out  of  my  MeansrThe  Jewels  you  have  had  from  me, 
to  deliver  to  Defdemonst,  would  half  have  corrupted  a 
Votarift  : you  have  told  me  fhe  has  receiv’d  Jem,  and 
return’d  me  Expectations,  ^and  Comforts  of  uxdden  Re- 
ipeCir  and  Acquaintance?  but  I find  none. 
lag.  Well,*  go  to;  very  well. 

Rod.  Very  well ! go  to!  I cannot  go  to  Man?  nor ’tis 
not  very  well;  I fay  his  very  feurvy;  and  begin  to  find 
my-felf  fobb’d  in  it. 

Jag.  Vervwell. 

Rod . I**^Jt-lTnot  very  well;  I will  make  my-felf 
known  to  Defdemona;  it  the  will  return  me  my  Jewels, 

I’ll 
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I’ll  give  over  my  Suit,  and  repent  my  unlawful  Solicita- 
tion; if  not,  allure  your  felf,  I^fTeek  Satisfa&ion  of  you. 
lag.  You  have  faid  now. 

Rod.  Ay,  and  faid  nothing,  but  what  I proteft  In- 
tendment of  doing. 

lag.  Why, now  1 fee  there’s  Mettle  in  thee;  and  even, 
from  this  Inftant,  do  I build  on  thee  a better  Opinion 
than  ever  before.  Give  me  thy  Hand,  Roderigo:  Thou 
haft  taken  againft  me  a moft  juft  Exception;  bu^tpro- 
teft,  l have  dealt  moft  dire&iy  in  thy  Affair. 

Rod . It  hath  not  appeared- 

lag.  I grant  indeed  it  hath  not  appear’d  ; and  your 
Sufpicion  is  not  without  Wit  and  Judgment.  But,  Ro* 
dorigo,  if  thou  haft  that  in  thee/indeed,  which  I have 
greater  reafon  to  believe  now  than  ever,  (I  mean, 
Purpofe,  Courage,  and  Valour)  this  Night  fhew  it.  If 
thou  the  next  Night  following  enjoy^ot  Defdemona , 
take  me  from  this  World  with  Treachery,  and  devife 
Engines  for  my  Life.  (pafs? 

Rod.  Well,  what  is  it?  is  it  within  Reafon  and  Com- 
lag.  Sir,  there  is  efpecial  Commiffton  come  from 
Venice , 

To  depute  CaJJio  in  Othello's  Place. 

Rod.  Is  that  true  ? why,  then  Othello  and  Defdemona 
Return  again  to  Venice. 

lag.  Qno;  he  goes  into  Mauritania,  and  take^K  away 
with  him 

The  fair  Defdemona , unlefs  his  abode  be  linger’d 
Here  by  fome  Accident;  Wherein  none  can  be  fo  deter- 
minate, 

As  the  removing  of  Caffio. 

Rod.  How  do  you  mean^removing  of  him? 
lag.  Why,  by  making  him  uncapable  of  Othello's 
place; 

Knocking  out  bis  Brains. 

Rod.  And  that  you  would  have  me  to  do? 

Jag.  if  you  dare  do  yourfelf  a Profit  and  a Right.1 
He^fups  to  night  inr.fh-af  ifrint ; and  thither  will  I go  to 
him.— He  knows  not  yet  of  his  honourable  Fortune:  if 
you  will  watch  his  goingthence,  (which  I willfafhion  to 
G 3 fall 
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tall  out  between  twelve  and  one)  you  may  take  him 
at  your  Pleafure.  I will  be  near  to  fecond  your  Attempt, 
and  he  fhall  fall  between  us.  Come,  ftand  not  amaz'd 
at  it,  but  go  along  with  me;  I will  fhew  you  fuch  a 
Neceffiry  in  his  Death,  that  you  fhall  think  your-felf 
bound  to  put  it  on  him.  It  is  now  high  Supper-time; 
and  the  Night  grows  to  wafte:  about  it. 

Rod.  I will  hear  further  reafon  for  this. 

lag.  And  you  fhall  be  fatisfied.  [ Exeunt . 

Enter  Othello,  Defdemona,  Lodovico,  Emilia,  and 
Attendants. 

Lod.  I do  befeech  you  Sir,  trouble  youi-felf  no  further. 

. Oth.  O pardon,  ’twill  do  me  good  to  walk. 

Lod.  Madam,  good  night,*  I humbly  thank  your  Ladi- 
Ihip. 

Def  Your  Honour  is  mod  welcome. 

Oth.  Will  you  walk,  Sir  ?— — Q '^Defdemona,  — 

Def  Mv  Lord/7 

Oth.  Get  you  to  bed  o’th’  Inftent;  I will  be  return’d 
forthwith  ; difmifs  your  Attendant  there ; look*t  be 
done.  [Eat.  Lod.  and  Oth. 


Def  I will,  my  Lord. 

Em.  How  goes  it  now?  he  looks  gentler  than  he  did. 

Def  He  fays  he  will  return  kcontitt<^rU»v^^^^A, 
Pie  hath  commanded  me  to  go  to  bed. 

And  bid  me  to  difmifs  you. 

Em  Difmifs  me ! 

Def  It  was  his  bidding;  therefore, good  Emilia, 

Give  me  my  nightly  wearing,  and  adieu. 

^e  mud  not  now  difpieafe  him. 

Em.  Would  you  had  never  feen  him. 

Def  So  would  not  I,  my  Love  doth  fo  approve  him, 
That  even  his  Subbornnefs,  hy,  Checks,  his  Frowns, 
f Pr-Hnec-unpin  md  Ifave  Grace  and  Favour  in  them. 


If  I do  die  before'H^ee,  p'ifhee  fhroud  me 
In  one  of  rhefe  ts. 

Em.  Come,  come;  ycuSalk. 
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As  Husbands  have.y^  What  is  it  that  they  do, 

When  they  changetsTTor  others  ? Ts  ifcSport  ? 

I think  it  is;  and  doth  Affedtion  breed  it? 

I thinkjic  doth:  Is’t  Frailty  that  thus  errs? 

It  is  fo  too;  and  have  nor  ^epAffedbons  ? 

Defrres  for  S'P^r^^md-nViil:  y as  Men.  hav.ftjL 
Then  ler^em  ufe  tw.  well/  e!fe,let  theni  know. 

The  His  >,  their  Ills  inliru 

Def.  Good  night;  good  night;  "fteaven  me  fuch  ufd 
fend, 

Not  to  psck  bad  from  bad;  but, by  bad, mend  [ Exeunt . 


ArC  SCENE  iy 

A S&e- 

r»w  Tago  Roderigo. 

A 

J<*v.  Tt  ERE  Hand  behind  this  Bu!k;  ftrait  will  he 
fj  come : A 

Wear  thy  good  Rapier  bare,  and  put  it  home; 

Quirk,  quick;  fear  nothing;  Ml  be  at  thy  tibow. 

It  makes  us,  or  it  marrs  us:  think  oSvthat, 

And  fix  mod  firm  thy  Refolution. 

Rod  Be  near  at  hand;  I may  mifc3rry  in’t. 

lag  Hre  at  thy  hand;  be  bold,and  take  thy  Sword. 

Rod.  I have  no  great  Devotion  to  the  Deed; 

Yet  he  hath  g ven  me  fatistying  Reafons;  . — . 

*Tis  but  a Man  gone:  forth  my  Sword;  he  dies. 
lag  [afide.]  I have  rubb'd  this  young  C^tlat  almoft  to  the 
Senfe, 

And  he  grows  angry : novt^  whether  he  kill 
Or  CaJJlo  him,  or  each  do  Kill  the  other. 

Every  way  makes  my  Gain.  Live  Roderigo , 

He  calls  me  to  a Reftitutior.  large^ 

Of  Gold  and  Jewels,  that  I bobb*d  from  him, 

As  Gifts  to  befdemona; 

It  muH  not  be,*  If  CaJJi^Ap  remain, 

He  hatU  daily  Beauty  ia^Life* 


That 
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That  makes  me  ugly:  and^befidesyhe  Moor 
May  unfold  me  to  him ; there  ftand  I in  Peril: 

No,  he  muft  die.^  Bait  fo,  I hear  him  coming. 

Enter  CaflTio. 

Rod,  I know  his  gait,  ’tis  he:  Villain,  thou  died:. 

[He  runs  at  Cafiio,  and  "wounds  him. 
Caf.  That  Thruft  had  been  mine  Enemy  indeed. 

But  that  my  Coat  is  better  than  thouihir®k’ft : 

I will  make  Proof  of  thine. 

Rod.  O,  I am  flain/  [Eighty and  fath  fallj. 

Caf.  Iam  maim’d  for  ever i^help/ hoi  murder,  murder! 

T.nt r;  QfhJl  j ii/sow  uTu  iFtmiow. 

Oth  -The  Voice  lag o -k-erp s iii a~W or  J . 

Rod.  O,  Villain  that  I am  ! 

Q^/j.-^-Tis-cven  Pr. 

Caf.  Q help* ho!  light/  a Surgeon! 

•QtK  ^-Ti j Uftt  Jqgn  honi  ft  nnd-nift, 

Thatfra^LIuch  noble  Senfe  of  thy  Friend’s  Wrong/ 
Thou  teachelF'm^-—  your  Dear  lies  dead. 

And  your  Fate  hTeT^pTrce^^trumpet,  I come: 

From  off  my  Heart,  thofe  ChaTm^rrhio^  blotted. 
Thy  Bed  Luil-itain'J,  fliall  with  Luffs  Bluhdbt:  fpJlted. 

Enter  Lodovico  and  Gratiano, 

Caf  What  ho,  no  Watch  ? noPaffage?  Murder, 
Murder! 

Gra.  ’Tis  fome  M/fchance,  the  Voice  is  very  direful, 
Caf.  O help! 

Lod.  Hark. 

Rod.  O wretched  Villain ! 

Lod.  Two  or  three  Groans.  It  is  a heavy  Night  j 
Thefe  may  be  Counterfeits : let’s  think’t  unfafe 
To  come  into  the  Cr^  without  more  help. 

Rod.  No  body  come?  then  fhali  I bleed  to  Death. 

Enter  Iago  mdiicSidiL  +■ 

Lod.  Hark/ 

Gra.  Here’s  one  comes  in  his'^Shrrt,  with  Light/  and 
Weapon/. 

lag.  Who’s  there?  whofe  noife  is  this  that  cries  out 
Murder  ? 

Lod.  We  do  not  know.  lag. 
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lag.  D&not  you  hear  a Cry  ? 

Caf.  Here,  here:  for  Heaven's  fake, help  me. 
lag.  What’s  the  matter? 

Gra.  This  is  Othello's  Ancient,  as  I take  it. 

Lod.  The  fame,  indeed;  a tfcry  valiant  Fellow. 
lag  What  are  you  here  that  cry  fo  grievoufly  ? 

Caf  Iagolo  I am  fpoil’d,  undone  by  Villains! 

Give  me  fome  help. 

lag.  O me,  Lieutenant/  what  Villains  have  done  this? 
Caf  1 think  that  one  of  them  is  hereabout, 

And  cannot  make  away 
lag  O treacherous  Villains ! 

What  are  you  there  ? come  inland  give  fome  help. 

Rod.  O,  help  me  Jibere/ 

Caf.  That’s  one  ofjfern. 

lag  O murderous  "Slave/ O Villain  ! [Stabs  him* 

Rod.  O damn'd  lagof  O inhuman  Dog!——  & • # f 
lag  Kill  Men  i’chfe  dark  ! where  be  thefe  bloody 
Thieves  ? 

How  blent  is  this  Town  ? Ho/ Murder/  Murder! 

What  may  you  be?  are  you  of  good,or  evil? 

Lod . As  you  (hall  prove  us,  praife  us. 
lag . Seignior  Lodovico! 

Lod . He,  Sir. 

lag.  I cry  you  Mercy  .*  here’s  Cafflo , hurt  by  Villains^ 
Gra.  Cajjio  ? 

lag.  How  is  it,  Brother? 

Caf  My  Leg  is  cut  m two. 
lag . Mrrrry  Heaven  forbid. 

iag|HrGenrfeTTiei,,7~iJjl  bind  it  with  my  Shiff. 

Enter  Bianca. 

Rian  the  matter  ho?  who  is’t  that  cried? 

lag  Who  cried  ? 

Bian.  O my  dear Caffe,  my  fweet  Cajjio,  O Cafflo, 
Caffio,  Cnffio. 

lag.  O notable  Strumpet.  CaT^may  you  fufpeft 
Who  they  fhould  be  that  have  thus  mangled  you? 

Caf.  No. 

fceei 
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Ug.  Lend  me  a Garter.  So ho  for  a Chair  to 

bear  him  eaf  hence.  „ . 

Xi'ji  i.  Aim  h“  — O C-ffiJi  Gtijfw 

Jaa  alhHh-du'iVif;aa  ih.a  T t^t 

parry-tn  this  .loj^yt  patience  a while,  good 
CafjtO : 

Come,  come,  lend  me  -a  Light : 

Know  we  this  Face,  or  no? 

Alaslmy  Friend,  and  my  dear  Countryman, 

Rodrigo  ? no:  yes  fare;  yea,  ’tis  Roderigo. 

Gra.  What,  ot  Venice  ? 

jag.  Even  he,  Sir?  did  you  know  him? 

Gra.  ^.nowhirn?  Ay. 

lag  Senior  Grattanoi  I cry  your  gentle  Pardon: 
Thefe  bfoody  Accidents  mull  excufe  my  Manners, 


That  fo  neglefted  you. 

Gra  I am  glad  to  fee  you. 

lag.  How  do  you,  CaJJio?  O,  a Chair,  a Chair. 

Gra.  Rodtrigo?  . 

lag  He,  he,  ’tis  he:  O that’s  well  laid,  the  Chair. 
Some  good  Man  bear  him  carefully  from  hence, 

1>11  feTCh  the  General’s  Surgeon  : Miflrefo, 

S^t  fuumnrl^  He  that  lies  floin  here.  CtJSh 
Was  my  dear  Friend  : what  Malice  was  betwixt  you? 

L Caf  None  in  the  World  j nor  do  I know  the  Man.  . 

la<r.  What  look  you  pale?  O bear  him  ouj  o’th*  Air. 
Stay ‘"you,  good  Gentlemen  teok--yw--p  U.  Miftrutrfr 
Do'yoir-prrctwthr.^^wtri  ul  hu  "fr  ■ ? 

jt]av^  it  , u fl  1 ft’’!11  h?a"""7nut<‘  mi  »i*-, 

ypu;-hmk  tpn'^l, 

Do  you  fee, Gentlemen  ? nay,  Guiltinefs 
Will  fpeak,  tho*  Tongues  were  out  oi  ufe. 

Enter  Emilia. 

Em.  Alas  what  is  the  matter  ? what  is  the  matter  i 

Husband  ? . 

lag  CaJJio  hath  here  been  fet  on  in  the  dark 
By  Rodrigo,  and  Fellows  rhar  are  fcap’<tj 
He’s  a*m  ft  (lain,  and  Rodtrigo  dead. 

Em,  Alas) good  Gentlemen!  ala^good  Cajfo ! 
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^'n^^Thig  h fV  Fruit  nf  Wh"rm^!  pny  Frri/ir, 

Go  kuo^Q^C^tJJio  where  he  fupt  to  night. 

What,  do  you^Thik^at  this  ? 

Bia.  He  fupt  at  my>knije,  but  I therefore  (hake  not  % 
lag.  O did  he  fo?  I charg^^ou  go  with  me. 

Em.  O fy  upon  thee,  StrumpetT^^^ 

Bia.  I am  no  Strumpet,  but  of  Life  as'lreaeft 
As  you  that  thus  abufe  me. 

•"  Em.  A?  I ? fy  upon  thee.  ^ 

lag.  Kind  Gentlemen,  let’s  fee  poor  Cajjto  dreft. 
Gome  Miftrefr,  you  muft-tell’s-a-nother  T ale, 

Emilia,  run  you  to  the  Citadel, 

And  tell  my  Lor^  and  Lady  what  has  hapt: 

Will  you  go  on,  ■a^ireF^This  is  the  Nightv 

That  either  makes  me^or  fordoes  me  quite,  [Exeunt* 

Enter  Othello  with  a Light , and  Defdemona  in -her  Beds 

Oth.  It  is  the  Caufe, is  the  Caufe,  my  Soul, 

Let  me  not  name  it  to  you,  you  chafte  Stars  I 

It  is  the  Caufe. — Yet  I’ll  not  fhed  her  Blood; 

Nor  lcar  that  whiter  Skin  of  hers  than  Snow, 
Andfmooth  as  monumental  AlabJafter-r. — 

Yet  fhe  muft  die,  elfe  fhe’ll  betray  more  Men.——*, 

Put  out  the  Light,  and  then  "pur  out  the  Light! 

If  I quench  thee,  thou  flaming  Minifter, 

I can  again  thy  former  Light  reftore. 

Should  I repenn^but  once  put  out  thy  Light, 

Thou  cunning  Pattern  of  excelling  Nature, 

I know  not  where  is  that  Bromethean  Heat  , 

That  can  thy  Light  relumine.  When  I have  plucfcffthy 
I cannot  give  it  vital  Growth  again,  (Rofe, 

It  muft  needs  witherr J’li  fmell  tiicc  on  the  Treer  [Kijfes 
Ob  bajmy  .Breath,  that  doft  almoft  pcrfuade  ( her, 

Jufticq^tooreak  her  Swordi—On<e  more?  owe-wfurc: 

Be  thus  when  thou  art  dead,  and  I will  kill  thee. 

And  love  thee  after. more ^thi£\  the 

Scf  fweet^was  ne’er  fo  fatal ! I muft  weep, 

But  they  are  cruel  Tears:  this  Sorrow’s  heavenly* 

It  ftrikes  where  it  dcnfctlove  — — 4he  wakes* 

De[%  Who’s  there?  Othello  $ 
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Oth.  Ay,  Defdemonct . 

Def.  Will  you  come  to  bed,  my  Lord? 

Oth . Have  you  prayed  to-Night,  Defdemonct  * 

Def.  Ay,  my  Lord. 

Oth . If  you  bethink  yourfelf  of  any  Crime, 
Unreconcil’d  as  yet  to  Heaven  and  Grace, 

SolJicit  for  it  ftraif. 

Def.  Alas, my  Lord,  what  do  you  mean  by  that? 

Oth.  Well,  do  it,  and  be  brief}  I will  walk  by; 

3 would  not  kill  thy  unprepared  Spirit : 

No,_Heaven/  forfend/  I would  not  kill  thy  Soul. 

Def.  Talk  you  of  killing? 

Oth.  Ay,  1 do. 

Def.  Then,  Heaven  have  Mercy  on  me* 

Oth.  Amen,  with  all  my  Heart. 

Def  If  you  fay  fo,  I hope  you  will  not  kill  me. 

Oth.  Hum/>Ji_/ 

Def.  And  yet  I fear  you : for  V^re  fatal  then. 

When  your  Eyes  roll  fo.  Why  1 iliould  fear,  I know 
not, 

Since  Guilt^l  know  not  r^yet,  I feel  I fear, 

Oth . Think  on  thy  Sins'. 

Def,  Theyjjg  Loves  I bear  to  ^ou. 

Oth.  Ay,  and  for  that  thou  d^eft. 

Def.  That  Death's  unnatural,  that  kills  for  loving. 
Alas,  why  gnaw  you  fo  your  nether  Lip  ? 

Some  bloody  Paflion  (hakes  your  very  Frame; 

Thefe  are  Portents : but  yet  I hope,J[  hope 
They  do  not  point  on  me; 

Oth.  Peace,  and  be  Rill/ 

Def  I will  fo;  what’s  the  matter  ? 

Oth.  That  Handkerchief,  which  I fo  lov’d,  and  gave 

Thou  ga \mCaJffio.  , 

Def.  No,  &y  my  Life  and  Soul  j ^ ♦ 

Send  for  the  Mao,and  ask  him. 

Oth.  Sweet-Soul,  take  heed,  take  heed  of  Perjury;  — • 
Thou  art  on  thy  Death-bed. 

Def.  Ay,  but  not  yet  to  die,' 
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Presently : 

Therefore  confefs  thee  freely  of  thy  Sin. 

For  to  deny  each  Article  with  Oath  9 
Cannot  remove,  nor  chojkethe  flrong  Conception 
That  I do  groan  withal-  Thou  art  to  die. 

Def/^Hc^ven  have  Mercy  on  me. 

Otb.  I &y.  Amen. 

Def  And  have  you  Mercy  too!  •=■ 

I never  did|#ffend  you  in  my.  Life;  nejjr  lov’d  Cajpo* 

But  with  fuch  general  Warranty  of  Heaven, 

As  l might  love.  I never  gave  him  Token. 

Otb.  By  Heaven,  l faw  my  Handkerchief  in^ Hand. 

0 peijur’d  Woman!  thou  doft  done -thy  Heart, 

And  mak’d  me  cal),  what  I intend  to  do, 

A Murder*  which  I thought  a Sacrifice. 

1 faw  the  Handkerchief. 

Def  He  found  it  then? 

I never  gave  it  him;Jend  for  him  hither; 

Let  him  confefs  a Truth. 

Otb . He  has  con  fed. 

Def.  What,  my  Lord  ? 

Otb.  That  he  hath ufed  thee. 

Def  How/  unlawfully  ? 

Otb.  Ay. 

Def  He  will  not  fay  fo. 

Otb.  No,  his  Mouth  is  flopp’d : 

Honed  Jago  hath  ta’en  order  for’t. 

Def.  O my  Fear  interprets.  What,  is  he  dead? 

Otb.  Ih-d  all  his  Hairs  been  Lives; 

My-great -Revenge  had  S-c-e-mach  for  ’em.alh- 
&&£  Alas/he  is  betray’d,  and  I undone. 

Otb.  Out,Strumpet ! weep’ft  thou  for  him  to  my  Face? 
Def.  O banifh  me, my  Lord,  but  kill  me  not. 

Otb.  Down,  Strumpet/ 

Def.  Kill  me  to-morrow,  let  me  live  to-night. 

Otb.  Nay,  if  you  drive,  

Def  But  half  an  Hour-  — 

Otb.  fefflgrdaiicTh er e is  no  paufe. 

Def.  But  while  I fay  one  Prayer.  f-n* 

Otb.  too  late.  [Emilia  atilt  within. 
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Em.  My  Lord,  my  Lord ! what  ho ! my  Lord,  my  Lord  ? 
Otb.  WhatNoife  is  this?  «Wdead'?"nuryei quite dgachf 
1-that  am-cftiql,  am  ycc  merciful; 

J would  not  haV  thee  iingyr  in  thy  Paint — 

Em.  What  hoNmy  Lo>d,  my  Lord! 

Otb.  Who’s  there? 

Em.  O,  n?y  good  Lord,  I’d  fpeak  a word  with  you. 
Otb.  Yes/.^u$  £w/7w— by-and-by.— ftrei5=desd. 

*Tis  like  Hie  comes  to  fpeak  of  Cajfio's  Death  ; 

The  Noife  was  high-  Hah, --no  nToie  inovi:g"» 

Stiff  as  the  Glare.  Shall  fhe  come  in  ? wer’t  good  ? 

— no  "V7~trai?s  i lit-*  bdl"? 

: lpeak  to  my  Wife; 
it  Wife?  I have  no  Wife. 

/ Hour ! r 

iv  a huge  Eclipfe 
hat  the  affrighted  Globe 

Em.  I do  befeech  you  I may  fpeak  with  you,  Qgood 
my  Lord  

Otb.  I had  forgot  thee:  O come  in ^Emilia. 

Soft,  by-and-b)  ; let  me  the  Curtains  draw. 

Where  art  thou?  what’s  the  matter  with  thee  now? 
Enter  Emilia. 

Em.  O my  good  Lord,  yonder’s  foul  Murder  done. 
Otb  What,*  now? 

Em.  But  now,  my  Lord. 

Otb.  4t  is  the  very  Error  of  the  Moon» 

She  enmefl  m-eig  near  t-be  F.arth-t&fln  fhe  was  wont; 
And  make.1  Men  mn4% 

Em.  CaJJio  my  Lord,  has  kill’d  a young  Venetitwx 
Call’d  Rodorigo. 

Otb  Rod&igo  kill'd,  and  Cajfio  kill’d  ? 

Em  No,  CaJJio  is  not  kill’d. 

Otb.  Not  CaJJio  kill’d!  then  Murder’s  out  of  tune. 
And  fweet  Revenge  grows  harfh. 

DeJ  ! 

Em.  Alas,  what  Cry  is  that  ? 

Otb,  That,  what  ? 

Em, 
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Em.  Out  and  alas,  that  was  my  Lady’s  Voice. 

Help,  help,  ho,  help!  O Lady,  fpeak  again; 

Sweet  Defdemom,  O fweet  Miftrefs,  ipeak. 

A guiltlcL  Death  Ithc. 
who  has  done  this  Deed  ? 

Def.  Nbsbody,  I my  felf,  farewclj 
Commend  m\to  my  kind  Lord,  O farewel.  [S/gfl  rfwj 
Oth.  Why  ho^lhould  (lie  be  murder’d  ? 

Em.  Alas,  who  kh<*ws  ? 

Oth.  You  heard  her  fciy  her  felf,  it  was  not  I. 

Em.  She  faid  fo,  I mulNjeeds  repon  a Truth. 

Oth  She’s  like  a Lyar  gonfc^to  burning  Hell  5 
’Twas  I that  kill’d  her 

Em.  O,  the  more  Angel  fhe, 

And  you  the  blacker  Dcinl 

Oth.  She^turn’d  to  Folly,  and  (he  wisaWhore. 

Em.  Thou  doft  bely  her,  and  thou  art  a Devil. 

Oth . She  wis  falfe  as  Water. 

Em.  Thou  art  rafli  as  Fire,  =r 
To  fay 
Oth . 


O fhe  was  heavenly  truei 
thy  Husband  elfe. 


0,1  were  damn’d  beneath  al)  Depth  in  Hell, 

But  that  I did  proceed  upon  juft  Grounds 
To  this  Extremity.  Thy  Husband  knew  it  all, 

Em.  My  Husband? 

Oth,  Thy  Husband. 

Em.  That  fhe  was  fajf£  to  Wedlock? 

Oth.  Ay,  with  CaJJio  been  true. 

If  Heaven  would  make  me  fuch  another  Worlds 
Of  one  entire  and  perfeft  Chryfolite, 

I’d  not  have  fold  her  for  it. 

Em.  My  Husband? 

Oth.  Ay,  ’twas  he  that  told  me  firft; 

An  honeft  Man  he  is,  and  hates  the  Slime 
That-fticks  nn  filthy  Deeds. 

Em.  My  Husband  ? 

Oth.  What  needs  this  Iteration?  Woman,  I fay  thy 
Husband. 

Em.  OH  Miftn^fs^illany  hath  made  Mocks  with  Love  ! 
My  Husband  fayfhe  was  falfe? 
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Oth.  He  Woman  ; I fay  thy  Husband  j doft  under- 
ftand  the  Word  ? 

My  Friend,  thy  Husband,  honeft,  honed  lago. 

Em  If  he  fay  fo,  may  -bis- pernicious  Soul 
fi-ofr-hotf-a-Grain  a Day.,  he  lyes  to  th‘  Heart. 

She  was  too  fond  of  her  mod  filthy  Bargain. 

Oth.  Ha! 

Em.  Do  thy  ww  ft ; 

This-Peed  of-thinc  ic  uo_moi,e  worthy  Heaven? 

Than  thou  waft -worthy  her; 

Oth.  Peace,  you  were  beft. 

Em.  Thou  haft  not  half  the  Power  to  do  me  harm, 
As  I have  to  be  hurt:  O Gull/  O Dolt  ! 

As  ignorant  as  Dirt/  -frhmi- haft- 'done  a Deed- 
1 care  not  for  thy  Sword,  I’ll  make  thee  known, 

Tho*  l loft  twenty  Lives -help,1  help ,JlQ!  help! 

The  Moor  ^MKill^my  Miftrefs;  Murder,  Murder! 
Enter  Montano,  Gratiano,  lago,  and  others. 

Mon.  What  is  the  matter  ?vJfow  now,  General  ? 

Em.  O,  are  you  come,  lago  ? you  have  done  well, 
That  Men  mud  lay  their  Murders  on  your  Neck. 

Grd.  What  is  the  matter? 

Em.  Difprove  this  Villain,  if  thou  be’ft  a Man: 

He  fays,  thou  toldfe  him  that  his  Wife  was  falfe  : 

I know,  thou  didft  not,  thou  )ut  not  fuch  a Villain. 
Speak,  for  my  Heart  is  full. 

lag  I told  him  what  I thought  5 and  told  no  more 
Than  what  he  found  himfelf  was  apt  and  true. 

Em.  But  did  you  ever  tell  him  (he  was  falfe? 
lag.  I did. 

Em.  You  told  a Lyej  an  odious,  damned  Lyer 
^perumy  Soul  a Lie,  a wicked  Lye. 

She  falfe  with  Cajfio  .?Jlid  you  fay,  with  CaJJio  ? 

Jag.  With  CaJjpOy  Miftrefs;  go  to,  charm  your  Tongue. 
Em.  I will  not  charm  my  Tongue,  I’m  bound  to  ipeak : 
My" 'Miflrefj  lics-hu*.  muiderth'm  hei  Bed.  ■ 

Aih  O Heaven?  forefead-! — 

Em.  And  your  Reports  have  fet  the  Murder  on. 

Oth.  Nay,  (fare  not  Mafters,  it  is  true  indeed. 

Gra.  ’Tis  a ft  range  Truth, 

Mm » 
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Mon.  O monftrous  A6H 
Em.  Villany,  Villany,  Villany! 

I think  upon’r— I think — I fmel’t  Villany  5 
I thought  fo  then,  I’ll  kill  my  felf  for  Grief, 

0 Villany,  Villany! 

lag.  What,  are  you  mad  ? I charge  you,  get  you  home, 
Em.  Good  Gentlemen,  let  me  have  leave  to  fpeak; 
’Tis  proper  I obey  him,  but  not  now: 

Perhaps,  Iago,  I will  ne’er  go  home. 

Oth.  Oh,  oh,  oh.  [Falls  on  the  Bed* 

Em.  Nav^ lay  thee  down,  and  roar: 

For  thmTfc&n  kill'd  the  Tweeted:  Innocent 
, That  e’er  did  lift  up  Eye, 

Oth.  O fhe  ^5|ts  foul!  

1 Tcarce  did  know  you,  Uncje ; there  Ijesj'our  Niece, 
WhoTe  Breath  indeed  thefe  Handsufetve' 'iicw^ 

I know  this  A&  fhews  horrible  and  grim. 

Gra.  Poor  Defdemona  ! *I’m  glad  thy  Father’s  dead  : 
Thy  match  was  mortal  to  him;  and  pure  Grief 

Shore  his  old  Thread  in  twain:  did  be  live  now,  . . 

This  SighiLjazmdd-m'ake-hirn  do  a defpera^JktHH' 
YtTfTuife- his  hetm-Angm  from  bisJSuk, 

And  fall-to  Rt  pfohatioo.- 

Oth.  ’Tis  pitiful;  but  yet  Iago  knows, 

That  (he  with  Cajfio  hath  the  Acf  of  Shame 
A thoufand  times  committed;-  Cajfio  confeft  it: 

And  fhe  did  gratify  his  amorous  Works 
With  that  Recogmfance  and  Pledge  of  Love, 

Which  I firft  gave;  I Taw  it  n his  Hand; 

It  was  a Handkerchief,  an  antique  Token 
My  Father  gave  my  Mother. 

8m,  O Heavenj  O heavenly  Powers ! 
lag.  Come,  hold  your  peace.  7^ 

Em.  ’Twill  out,  ’twill  out— -I  peace;*  no; 
^5Cft,f‘,a^vas  liberal  as  the  Air  j A 

vciL.  ^nd  Mtn,  and  Devils,  let  them  all, 

All,  all, cry  Shame  againft  me,  yet  I’ll. /peak. 
lag.  Be  wife,  and  get  you  home.  A 
Em.  I will  not.  v [Iago  offers  to  (la£>  his  W fa 

Gra, 
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Grit.  Fy,  your  Sword  upon  a Woman? 

Em.  O thou  dull  Moor  ! that  Handkerchief  thou 
Ipeak’ft  of, 

I found  by  Fortune,  and  did  give  my  Husbands 
For,  often, with  a folemn  Earneftnefs, 

(More  than,  indeed^belong’d  to  fuch  a Triflej 
He  beg’d  of  me  to  fteal  it. 
lag.  Villanous  Whore { 

Em.  She  give  it  Cajjio*^ las!  I found  if, 

And  I did  give’t  my  Husband. 
lag . -Eikfa,  Thou  ly  eft. 

Em  %Lllcavca  I do  not,  I do  not  Gentlemen: 

O murderous  Coxcomb!  what  ftiould  fuch  a Fool 
Do  Wltj?4g + 

[Iago  avt&votwd-s  his  Wife,  their  rttnrtntf. 

there  no  Sionej  ttrffeavwy - 

ButSwhat  ferve  fot  the  Thunder  ? precious  Villain  ! 

Gra\ The  Woman  falls  5 fure  he  has  kill’d  his  Wife4 
Em.  Ay,  ay  > O lay  me  by  my  Miftrefs’  Side. 

Gra.  HeV gone,  but  his  Wife’s  kill’d. 

Mon.  ’Tis  ^notorious  Villain  i take  this  Weapon, 
Which  I recovei^d  have  here  from  the  Moor : 

Come,  guard  the\Door  without,  let  him  not  pafs. 

But  kill  him  rather\l'il  after  that  fame  Villain, 

For  'tis  a damned  SiaVe.  [ Exeunt  Mon.  andGvz. 

Oth.  f am  not  valianryneither. 

But  every  puny  WbipfterWts  my  Sword. 

But  why  (hould  Honour  oihJive  Honefty? 

Let  it  go  all.  \ 

Em.  What  did  thy  Song  boo^,  Lady  ? 

Hark,  canft  thou  hear  me?  I wrW  play  the  Swan, 

And  die  in  Mulick  s Willow , Willows,  Willow. 

Moor,  (fie  was  chafte,  (he  lov’d  thelL  cruel  Moor : 

So  come  my  Soul  to  blifs,  as  I fpeal^rue; 

So  fpeiking  as  I think,  alas,  I die.  \ [She  dies* 
8?  Oth  I have  another  Weapon  in  this  Chamber, 

It  was  a Sword  of  Spain,  the  Ebro's,  Tempbr; 

O here  it  is:  Uncle,  i muft  come  forth.  [Gra.  within. 
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c»r  If  thou  attempt-k,  it  will  cult  rhcTTdt'ar  ? 
no  Weapon,  and  perforce  muft  fuflfer. 
tok  in  upon  me  then,  and  fpeak  with  me* 
Or  naked  as^am,  I will  affault  thee. 

Gra.  What  isHhe  matter? 

Oth.  Lo!  I have^Weapon, 

A berter  never  did  it 

Upon  a Soldier’s  Thigh.  Fve  feen  the  Day, 

That  with  this  little  Arm,  ancPthjs  good  Sword, 

I have  made  my  way  thro*  more  Impediments 
Than  twenty  times  your  Stop.  But  uVain  Boaft  2 
Who  can  controul  his  Fate?  *tis  not 
Birnut  a-ffiaid,  tbo  you  do  fee  me  weapon 
Whit  is  my  Journey’s  find}  here  ic  my 
The  very  Sea  mark  oUiy  utmeft  -Saili 
Do  you  go  back- il i ifrn y'd  ?-■ 'no  a loft  Fear-t 

Mif>r  but-  a Rufh  againft  Othello*  Rr^aft, 

And  h»  retiree, — gn  ? 


PaleaS^h^Smock  ! When  we  fliall  meet  at  Corapt, 

This  Lookofr^irie  will  hurl  my  Soul  from  FIeavens 
And  Fiends  will  InaTek^an it.  Cold,  cold,  my  Girl? 
Even  like  thy  Chaftity.  Ov&urfeJ  Slave! 

Whip  me,  you  Devils, 

From  the  PofTVflion  of  this  heavenly 
Blow  me  about  in  Winds,  roaft  me  in  Sul 
Wafh  me  in  fteep-down  Gu'phs  of  liquid  Fire  f 
0 -Dvffc  JrioHa  ! "Dzfdemvm  ! dead,  dead!  O, 

Enter  Lodovico,  Caflio  led  in  womnded,  Montano,  and' 
lago  Pwf&aor  with  ■ Offietru 

Lod.  Where  is  this  rafh  and  moft  unfortunate  Man? 
Oth.  That’s  he  that  was  Othello : here  I am. 

Lod.  Where  is  that  Viper?  bring  the  Villain  forth. 
&ih.  I 1'gflk  duwi»4Qw?rd.s  his  Fr^r  j but  that’sa  Fable. 
HHfTTTThou  be’df^-^ev4J7-J-  cannot  kill  thee. 

fOrh etimgpaWj  Iag*^. 
Lod.  Wrench  his  Sword  from  him. 
lag.  I bleed,  Sir,'  but  not  kill’d. 

Oth.  I am  not  forty,  neither?  I’d  have  thee  live i 
For, in  my  Senfe/tis  Happinefs  to  die,. 

Lod. 
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Lod . O thou  Othello , that  wert  once  lo  good. 

Fain  in  the  Practice  of  a curled  Slave, 

What  fhall  be  laid  to  thee? 

Oth  Why,  any  thing 5 
An  honourable  ^ you  will: 

For  nought  did  IjJfflaTe,  but  all  in  Honour. 

Lod.  This  Wretch  hath  part  confeft  his  Villany: 

Did  you  and  he  confenc  in  CaJJio’ s Death  ? 

Oth.  Ay. 

Caf  Dear  General,  I never  gave  you  Caufe. 

Oth.  I do  believe  it,  and  I ask  your  Pardon: 

Will  you,  I pray  demand  that  demy  Devil, 

Why  he  hath  thus  infnar’d  my  Soul  and  Body? 

lag.  Demand  me  nothing;  what  you  know,  you  knows 
From  this  time  forth  I^never  will  Ipeak  Word. 

Lod'  Whaf.  not-  to  pray  ? 

Gta — Xorfwnts  will  ope  youP-4*i-p*> 

Oth i Wellj  -hwu  iloftirefe 

Lod.  Sir,  you  fhall  underftand  what  hath  befaln> 
Which,  as  1 think,  you  know  not:  here’s  a Letter 
Found  in  the  Pocket  of  the  flain  Roderigo ; 

And  here  another  ; one  of  them  imports 
The  Death  of  CaJJio  to  be  undertook  by  Roderigo . 

Oth . O Villain  ! 

Caf.  Moft  heathenifh,  and  moft  grofs! 

Lod . NoWj  here’s  another  difcontended  Paper, 

Found  in  the  Pocket  too;  and  this,  it  feems, 

Roderigo  meant  to  have  fent  this  damned  Villain } 

But  that;  belike^ Ictgo,  in  the  interim^ 

Came  in,  and Tatisfy’d  him. 

Oth.  O thou  pernicious  Caitiff! 

How  came  you,  CaJJio,  by  that  Handkerchief 
That  was  my  Wife’s  ? 

Caf.  I found  it  in  my  Chamberr" 

Aad-  he-himfclf  confcfFfribut  even  now, 

Thafr-tfeere  he-dropt  it,  for-a  Ipccial  Purpofc, 

Which  wrought  To  TitfDefiie. 

Oth.  O Fool,  Fool,  Fool ! 

Caf.  There  is  befides  in  Roderigo’s  Letter, 

How  he  upbraids  Iago,  that  he  made  him 


Brave 
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Othello , the  Moor  of  Venice.  9 j 

Brave  me  upon  the  Watch  j^v^hereon  it  came 
That  I was  caft;  and  even^now  he  fpake, 

After  long  Teeming  dead,^/^o  hurt  him, 
lago  let  him  on. 

Lod . ¥e»mull  forfalte  frhia  R.oom,  and  go  walrus 
Your  Power  ond  your  Command  taken  off, 

And  Cajpo  rules-m  Cypm*  For  this  Slave, 

If  there  be  any  cunning  Gruelty, 

That  can  torment  him  much,  and  hold  him  long, 

It  fhall  be  You  (hall  clofe  Prifoner  reft, 

Till  that  the  Nature  of  your  Fault  be  known 


To  the  Venetian  State.  Come 


away. 


. Qtb . Soft  you*  a Word  or  two  before  you  go.. 

I^ye  done  the  State  fome  Service,  and  they  know*tj 
No  more  of  that.  - I pray  you,  in  your  Letters, 

When  you  fhall  tbefe  unlucky  Deeds  relate. 

Speak  of  me  as  I am.  Nothing  extenuate. 

Nor  fet  down  fcught  in  Malice;  Then  muft  youfpeak 
Of  one,that  lov’d,not  wifely,  but  too  well  * 

Of  one,  not  eafily  jealous*  but, being  wrought, 

Perplext  in  the  extreme*  of  one,whofe  Hand, 

Like  the  bafe  Itidtan,  threw  a Pearl  away, 

Richer  than  all  his  Tribe*  of  one^whofe  Eye3, 

Albeit  unufed  to  the  melting  Mood, 

Drop  Tears  as  faft  as  the  Arabian  Trees 
Their  medicinal  Gums.  Set  you  down  this. 

And  fay  belides,  that  in  Aleppo-  once, 

Wherc-a  Malignant  and  a Turband  Tmk. 

-Venetian;  and  traduc’d  -the  State, 

I to*sk  by  th* 1  Throat  the  circumcifed  Dog,' 

And  lhvjte  him  thus.  [Stabs  himfelf. 

Lod.  Osk|oody  Period ! 

Cra.  All  that  is  fpoke  is  marr’d. 

Oth.  I kift  tnbe  ere  I kill’d  thee,  no  way  but  this. 
Killing  my  felf,  toNjie  upon  a Kifs.  [ He  dies'. 

Caf.  This  did  I feaX^but  thought  he  had  no  Weapon  j 
For  he  was  of  great  H« 

Lod.  O Spartan  Dog, 

More  fell  than  Anguifh,  Hun^sn  or  the  Sea, 

Look  on  the  tragick  Loading  ofhsis  Bed  * 
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p (5  Othello , the  Moor  of  Venice. 

'Ttrisosjthy  Work ; the  Ob j eft  potfoirs  Sight— 

Let  itbeSii^G^ww.  keep  the  Houfe, 

And  feiz.e  uporTttTe-Eor^  of  the  Moor, 

For  they  fucceed  to  you— =^<oyou,  Lord  Governor, 
Remains  the  Cenfure  of  this  heltifti^VJlIain. 

The  Time,  the  Place,  the  Torture  j G>«^rce  it. 

My  felf  fhall  ftrait  abroad,  and  to  the  State, 
i ' h ileavf  Heart  ltfhrrd. 

[Exeunt  omes . 
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